Prologue — July, 1981 


Albus Dumbledore was on his way home from a mission with the 
Order of the Phoenix. He had been traveling for days trying to find out 
where Voldemort was hiding, but every tip they’d had turned out to be 
a false lead. He was exhausted, the kind of exhausted he could feel 
all the way into his bones, and he knew he wouldn't be able to sleep. 
Albus had also had a lot of time to think on his journey and he had 
spent all of it thinking about one person. About Minerva McGonagall. 
She was his Deputy and one of his oldest and dearest friends, but 
lately they seemed to have grown even closer. Something about this 
war had brought about a change in their relationship, nothing he 
could name but a sort of physical freedom. Nothing truly intimate, but 
hands lingered longer on arms, they had started hugging more 
frequently, and before he left earlier this week Minerva had leaned up 
and kissed his cheek lightly while telling him to be careful. He had 
known when this all started that he could never bear to lose her and 
thus had avoided putting her in danger if possible even though she 
was willing to fight on the front lines as it were, but somehow the 
constant threat hanging over them had caused the two to turn to each 
other in a way that was beyond friendship yet still undefined. Albus 
had thought of Minerva every night he was away from her; he found 
himself wishing she were there to talk to and wanting to feel her 
hugging him again. As he made his way home, Albus came to a 
decision. He wasn’t going to do anything dramatic, just keep this new 
dynamic with Minerva going, maybe slowly push it towards a romantic 
relationship. He checked his watch, it was before midnight maybe 
Minerva would still be awake and he could see her before going to 
bed. 


He entered the nearly empty castle and headed straight for Minerva’s 
room. There was no answer to his knock, so Albus let himself in and 
then he stood on the threshold watching her. Minerva had fallen 
asleep in a chair in front of the empty fireplace and a book had fallen 
onto the floor near her feet. He quietly watched her sleeping for a few 
minutes before moving toward her, intending to pick her up and take 
her to bed. As he approached, Minerva jerked awake and looked at 
him. 


“Albus?” she asked sleepily. “Are you really back?” 


He knelt down in front of her chair, taking her hands in his and 
nodded. Minerva threw her arms around his neck and slid down to 
the floor next to him. 


“Thank goodness, | was so worried,” she told him. 


Albus looked at her closely, there were dark circles under her eyes 
and she looked even thinner than before he had left. “Minerva, have 
you slept at all while | was away?” 


She looked at the floor and confessed that she hadn't been sleeping 
well, that every time she had tried to sleep she had nightmares about 
him finding Voldemort and getting killed. He looked at her sadly and 
suggested she get some sleep now. 


“Will...will you stay?” she asked shyly, not meeting his gaze. 


Albus leaned down and whispered in her ear, “I would like nothing 
better.” 


He transfigured his dirty and tattered robes into pajamas and the two 
of them made their way into the bedroom, curling up close together 
under the covers for the best night of sleep either had had in a long 
time. 


Since that night, their relationship continued to evolve slowly into 
something more romantic. Neither had made an open declaration of 
love, but it could be felt between them. Whenever he could, Albus 
would sleep in Minerva’s room, just holding her tightly to him and 
enjoying the comfort of having her slim frame lying next to him. All the 
feelings that were left unspoken were communicated in light kisses 
and soft touches whenever the two were alone. To the rest of the 
world they appeared as they always had, good friends who worked 
well together, but for the two of them a large weight of loneliness had 
been lifted. 


Chapter 1 — Four Months Later 


Minerva had been sitting on a brick wall all day waiting for Albus to 
turn up, but she had no idea why. She had heard many rumors on her 
way to Little Whinging, rumors she hoped beyond hope were not true, 
rumors she refused to believe until Albus confirmed them for her 
personally. When he finally did join her, he confirmed the rumors and 
finally told her the reason for being in Surrey in the middle of the night. 


“What?!” She yelled. “Leave Lily and James Potter’s son here, with 
these people? Albus, you cannot really mean that....” 


“m afraid | could find no alternative, Minerva. Don’t you see that it’s 
better for him to grow up without the fame, he needs a chance for a 
normal life. | wish it didn’t have to be these people, but they are his 
family and he will be protected here.” 


“If there was an alternative, would you consider it?” Minerva asked 
slowly and thoughitully. 


“Perhaps,” he answered. “Have you thought of something?” 


“Let's bring him to Hogwarts. He will be safe there and we can keep 
him from the unfortunate side effects of childhood fame until such 
time as he is old enough to understand. Please, Albus, we just can't 
leave him here.” She looked pleadingly at him and after a pause 
added, “I'll do everything, Albus. You...you don’t have to have 
anything to do with us if it’s too much for you.” 


He put an arm around her shoulders. “That was not a concern at all, 
my dear. If you truly want to do this then | will be most happy to help 
you. When Hagrid arrives with young Harry we will take him back to 
the school with us.” 


“Oh, Albus, thank you!” She threw her arms around his neck. “l just 
don’t trust these people to raise him,” Minerva shuddered thinking 
about the family she had watched all day. 


Albus used his serious “Headmaster” voice to tell her, “There will be 
much to talk about when we get back, Minerva.” 


Before she had a chance to respond, Hagrid roared up on a giant 
flying motorbike with Harry. The two professors thanked him and he 
left to return the bike to its owner, believing that Harry was going to 
be left with his aunt and uncle. Albus held the boy close to his chest 
and apparated back to the gates of Hogwarts with Minerva and the 
three of them walked inside and back to her rooms. 


Minerva transfigured a few useless knick-knacks into baby furniture 
and rummaged in a wardrobe for extra blankets while Albus prompted 
the castle into making quite a severe change to her living quarters. 
He had already connected her bedroom to his so that he could slip 
unnoticed into her room on lonely nights and now he managed to add 
a small room for Harry as well as a bathroom big enough for a family. 
They moved the new crib and rocking chair into the new room and 
gently laid Harry down to sleep, kissing him softly on the forehead 
before going back to the sitting room for a long talk. 


“We'll have to keep his true identity a secret until he begins his 
schooling here,” Albus said. 


Minerva nodded and asked, “How are we going to explain him? | 
mean, how do we explain the fact that we suddenly have a child to 
care for?” 


They discussed all the options and decided that Harry looked enough 
like Minerva already with his dark hair and green eyes for people to 
believe he was related to her in some way. Albus would charm 
Harry’s appearance so that his scar was not visible and his eyes were 
a slightly darker shade of green, closer to Minerva’s. She suggested 
telling people she had adopted the boy, prompting Albus to ask 
whether she wanted to formally adopt him or not. Minerva said that 
she would like to, but felt that Harry should be given some say in the 
matter. So they agreed to wait until he was a little older and could 
understand about his real parents before deciding on adoption. For 
now, the staff would be told that Harry was the son of Minerva’s 
cousin who was unable to care for him because of her job and that 
Minerva had recently taken over his care from her own mother who 
was too old for such a task. 


The next few weeks were spent getting to know each other and trying 
to find some sort of routine amid the chaos that was life at Hogwarts. 
Harry had been very confused at first about where he was and what 
had happened to his mummy and daddy, but Albus and Minerva had 
managed to explain everything in terms a fifteen month old could 
understand and he seemed content to live with them now. 


At the end of the first week, they were tucking Harry into bed when he 
looked up at Minerva and asked, “Mum?” 


She smiled, her eyes wet with tears, and nodded at the boy. “Yes, 
Harry, if you want lIl be your mum,” she told him gently. 


He looked thoughtful for a moment and then turned to Albus and said, 
“Dad?” 


That seemed to settle it and from then on he called them mum and 
dad. It was an interesting new feeling for both professors, who had 
never had children of their own, how could a simple one-syllable word 
cause a person to feel so much happiness they wondered. 


Vague answers with a minimum of information were given to the staff 
regarding Harry as well as to the handful of students who were brave 
enough to ask about the toddler that now occupied the corner of 
Minerva’s classroom during most lessons. Harry was a very quiet 
baby and would be content to sit and play with his new stuffed lion or 
scribble on parchment while his mum taught; sometimes he would 
visit with dad in his office instead, which was always fun, dad had lots 
of neat toys in his office. 


The first time Harry met Fawkes had been interesting. Minerva was 
very nervous about how the phoenix would receive the boy, for he 
could be somewhat temperamental, and she held Harry tightly in her 
lap. Her fears were soon relieved as the large red and gold bird 
swooped down and landed on Harry’s tiny lap after several minutes of 
inspecting him from a distance. Harry tensed in his mum’s arms, but 
then Fawkes chirped a calming and encouraging note and he giggled 
and reached to pet the bird. He couldn't quite wrap his tongue around 
the name, though, and it came out sounding something like 


“Fwahthks.” After that, Fawkes became quite protective of Harry, for 
which they would all be glad in years to come. 


There were so many new and interesting things for Harry to discover 
at Hogwarts, for the first month he was there his big green eyes 
remained almost constantly widened in surprise. He saw ghosts 
everywhere he went, hundreds of owls flew overhead at breakfast 
everyday, and all the portraits moved and talked to him; sometimes 
the staircases would change when he and mum were halfway down 
them and they had to go the long way around the castle. It was a 
crowded and noisy place as well, Harry had never seen so many 
people all in one place. The first time they ate in the Great Hall when 
it was storming out, Harry got scared before mum reassured him that 
it wasn’t real and then he learned to ignore the flashes of thunder and 
lightening. 


One afternoon when he wouldn’t stop crying, Minerva changed into a 
cat to try and distract him. It worked. 


“Mummy cat!” Harry cried as she brushed up against his little legs. He 
reached down carefully to pet her and giggled. When she changed 
back he looked up at her and said, “Harry cat?” 


Minerva laughed, “Maybe someday Harry.” 


“Do again!” He exclaimed and Minerva spent the next hour as a cat 
playing with her new son. 


After that, whenever Harry would wake up crying in the middle of the 
night from a nightmare, a black and silver tabby cat would jump up 
into the crib with him and curl up next to his stomach. He knew it was 
his mum and it always calmed him down enough to sleep soundly for 
the rest of the night. 


One Saturday morning early in December Minerva took Harry to his 
first Quidditch match and much to her delight he loved it from the first 
moment. Gryffindor was playing Hufflepuff and Harry knew to cheer 
for the “red guys,” which he did, he yelled his little heart out. Mum 
would bounce him on her knee every time Gryffindor scored and 
when the seeker caught the snitch she jumped to her feet, jiggling 


Harry on her hip. He just laughed and clapped along with the rest of 
the crowed, it was fun seeing mum this excited. The first time mum 
had yelled at the boy doing the commentating Harry was confused, 
but by the end of the game he had figured it out. “Bad Thomas,” he 
said shaking a finger at the older boy when mum yelled at him for the 
fifth time. 


“Want broom,” Harry told Minerva as they walked back up to the 
castle. “Harry fwy.” 


“Someday, when you're older,” she told him sternly. “Maybe one day 
you'll play Quidditch for Gryffindor.” 


“Pway kiddich,” he said with a huge grin. 


Christmas was a very special time for the new family. Harry didn’t 
realize that his new parents weren't married, that they had in fact just 
begun exploring a romantic relationship when they brought him home, 
so Albus had taken to spending as many nights as possible in 
Minerva’s room to give the boy an image of a real family. Not that 
either of them minded. On Christmas morning the couple was 
awakened very early by an excited attacker in the form of a small boy. 


“Mum! Dad! Get up!” He yelled, clamboring on top of them. 


“Mmm, Harry it’s still early,” Minerva mumbled, “and how did you get 
out of bed?” 


He shrugged. “Bars went down.” 


Albus and Minerva shared a look...magic. They were excited, but 
knew they would have to keep a closer eye on Harry for more 
unintentional magic from now on. The boy was unwilling to let them 
sleep any longer and he dragged them out of bed and into the sitting 
room where presents were pilled under the beautifully decorated tree. 
Albus had insisted on putting up a tree in their rooms for Harry’s first 
Christmas with them and he and Minerva had decorated it to rival the 
ones in the Great Hall. Harry toddled straight over the tree about to 
attack the presents, but then he checked himself and looked back at 
his mum for permission. 


“Go sit down with dad, Harry, and lII get your presents,” she told him. 


He happily obliged and snuggled up to Albus who had taken a seat 
on the floor next to him. Minerva got a few packages from under the 
tree and presented one to each of her men, as she called them. It 
was like having two children, both their eyes lit up and they tore 
through the carefully folded tartan wrapping paper without sparing a 
thought for the care that had gone into the wrapping. Harry had 
gotten a tiny little scarf in Gryffindor red and gold and Albus a book 
called “Life with an Animagus.” Present opening went on for a while, 
Harry got lots of new clothes and toys, even a phoenix figurine that 
really flew around the room which he of course named Fawkes. Albus 
and Minerva received many nice gifts as well, he made sure she 
opened his gift to her last. As she pulled opened the box, Minerva 
couldn't stifle a gasp at the beautiful broach inside. 


“Oh, Albus, it’s beautiful, but it’s too much,” she breathed. 
“Nothing is too much for you, Minerva,” he said quietly. “I love you.” 
“| love you too,” she told him, eyes shining with tears. 


Harry watched on smiling as his dad kissed his mum and she settled 
deeply into his embrace. Then his mum opened her arms to him and 
Harry gladly ran across the room to climb up on her lap; he snuggled 
in close and they just sat there watching the fire and the flying 
phoenix figurine until dad’s stomach growled and they decided it was 
time for breakfast. 


That night, Alous and Minerva took the final step in their relationship. 
It was a moment they had both been anticipating for longer than they 
realized and to say they didn’t get much sleep that night would be an 
understatement. Nobody else noticed the subtle difference between 
the two after that night, for in reality they had acted like a married 
couple for years. And so as far as the rest of the school was 
concerned life continued as always when the new term started, but as 
their second month as a family came to a close Harry, Minerva, and 
Albus all knew they would never be lonely again. They managed 
somehow over the next several months to fit a family life into the busy 


school schedule, Harry’s parents spent so much time with him that he 
never realized until he started school just how busy they were and 
how many other kids they took care of. 


Chapter 2 — Happy Birthday Harry 


By the time the school year ended, Harry had grown comfortable with 
life at Hogwarts and their little family had found a routine. Everyone 
else got used to seeing Harry with Minerva everywhere she went and 
watching Albus' interactions with the pair they began to believe they 
had been correct all these years in suspecting more than friendship 
between the Headmaster and Deputy Headmistress. Some of the 
staff and a few older students had spent a great deal of time 
pondering Harry's true parentage and wondering if maybe he wasn't 
their real son, he just looked so much like Minerva. 


At first Harry was sad to see everyone leave, the castle was so much 
quieter with only a few of the staff around, but then he realized that it 
meant having more time alone with his parents and he was very 
happy that it was summer. His mum spent a lot more time reading to 
him and dad took him on long walks around the lake every afternoon, 
once a week they would all walk into the town and visit the shops. 
Dad liked to take Harry into Honeyduke's candy shop, but mum's lips 
would always get really thin and she would give them both a lecture 
about too much candy. Harry had learned very quickly that when his 
mum's lips got thin like that it was best to undo whatever it was you 
had just done or stop doing the thing you were about to do. 
Sometimes, though, the twinkle in dad's blue eyes made him do 
something on purpose to make mum's lips disappear. It was fun 
getting into trouble with dad. 


The last day of July was Harry's second birthday. Dad made the fire 
turn green and Harry and mum got in, at first he was scared but mum 
held him tight as they spun around and landed in a strange sitting 
room. Then dad came out of the fire and Harry met a lot of new 
people. Albus and Minerva had taken Harry to Minerva's family home 
where her mother still lived and all the McGonagall family was 
gathered to help celebrate Harry's birthday. There were aunts and 
uncles and cousins and a very nice lady who said to call her 
grandmum. Uncle Aberforth showed up right before lunch and gave 
Harry a stuffed goat. 


Every year they would return to the McGonagall estate for Harry's 
birthday and he loved the chance to play with other kids his age. All 


of Minerva's nieces and nephews had huge families so there were 
over a dozen children between the ages of two and five for Harry to 
play hide and seek with, or to roll a quaffle across the grass to. He 
spent most of his time at the school with adults and older kids, but on 
his birthday he got to do little kid things. After it would get dark, they 
would run around the fields and catch fireflies in little jars. By the time 
he was three, Harry was the best firefly catcher of everyone. He 
would see them fly by with their little tails lit up and just reach out and 
grab them in his hand. 


On the day of his fifth birthday Harry got into trouble because he, 
Hector, and Jonas decided to go swimming in the creek that ran 
across the very far end of one of the fields. It was too far away from 
the house, mum told him, and much too deep for little boys to play in. 
He wasn't allowed to play with his new toy broomstick for a week 
after that, sometimes when he made his mum worry she got a little 
overzealous with the punishment. 


When they came home from his fifth birthday, Harry's parents said 
they wanted to talk to him about something important. The night 
before Minerva and Albus had a long talk and decided that Harry was 
finally old enough to understand what adoption meant and to decide if 
he wanted to officially become part of their family. They sat down in 
the sitting room, Harry curled up in Albus' lap, he was still a little wary 
of Minerva after getting in trouble. 


Albus looked down at the boy and began to explain, "Harry, you've 
always known that we aren't your real mum and dad, and we don't 
want to replace them or ask you to forget them, but we would like 
very much to make you really part of our family. Do you understand 
what adoption is?" 


Harry shook his head and Minerva took his hand in hers and tried to 
explain, "It's when an adult, or two, and a child who aren't really a 
family yet become a family. Do you understand? Then dad and | 
would really be your mum and dad, it's sort of a technicality but it 
would make us very happy." 


"Would | still be Harry Potter?" he asked. 


"If you would like to keep your name, that's fine, but we will still call 
you Harry McGonagall around the others," Albus said gently. "We 
only want to do this if you want to, Harry, it is completely your 
decision." 


Harry thought for a few minutes and said, "So, you would be my 
parents for always?" They nodded. "Yes, | want that. | love you mum 
and dad and | want to be your real son," He said. "But, why are mum 
and | called McGonagall and not Dumbledore?" 


Albus and Minerva exchanged a look, they had been waiting for Harry 
to ask that question. Minerva looked at him seriously and told him, 
"Because your father is a very important man, Harry, and bad wizards 
might try to use his family to hurt him. Also, because of our work here 
at the school, it is important that nobody knows we are together." 


"So, I'm the only one that knows you're married?" Harry asked with 
awe. 


Minerva smiled softly, "That's right, Harry. And we have to ask you to 
keep it a secret, can you do that?" She neglected to correct his 
statement. 


The boy smiled and nodded, "It's fun having secrets!" 


That made his parents laugh and then dad tickled Harry till he 
couldn't breath anymore and mum put him to bed. 


A week later the small family met in their sitting room in front of the 
fire. The only other light came from dozens of candles that were 
suspended around the room, Harry knew from the atmosphere to be 
very still and quiet. Harry and his parents stood in a circle holding 
hands and he watched in awe as his parents performed a very 
ancient and powerful spell that would bind the three of them together. 
It would serve as both a marriage between Albus and Minerva and an 
adoption for Harry. When they finished the incantation, the brightest 
purest white light anyone had ever seen surged through them and 
outward till it filled the room for one brief moment before fading away. 
Harry could feel himself tingling all over from the powerful magic and 
he just stood there for a long time holding onto his parents' hands 


before Minerva suddenly bent down and hugged him tight. Albus' 
arms soon wrapped around both of them and Harry felt his beard 
brush the top of his head as his dad leaned across to kiss his mum. 


After she put Harry to bed that night, Minerva returned to the room 
she shared with Albus to find him already in bed. She crawled under 
the covers and curled up next to him, but before she could get 
comfortable he kissed her deeply and rolled her over onto her back. 
In the middle of the next long and passionate kiss, Minerva sat bolt 
upright and gasped "Harry!" Albus sat up slowly, confusion evident on 
his face, he hadn't heard anything but then Minerva had hearing 
befitting her feline alter-ego. Before she managed to disentangle 
herself from Albus and the sheets Harry came running into the room 
and threw himself into her arms with a force that knocked the air out 
of her. He was obviously scared and shaking all over, but not crying. 
Minerva just held him close and looked worriedly at Albus who 
reached over and grasped her around the waist, pulling both of them 
closer to where he sat so he could wrap his arms around his wife and 
son. 


Harry sat there shaking for a few minutes, feeling his parents' arms 
around him and mum kissing the top of his head, before he finally 
found his voice. When he looked up, dad asked what was wrong and 
Harry told them he had a bad dream. 


"There was laughing, but it wasn't happy laughing. It sounded mean 
and sort of mad. Then | heard somebody screaming and there was a 
big green light. What was it?" He looked up at his dad expecting 
answers. 


Albus had a very good idea what it was, but didn't feel it was 
appropriate to tell a five year old. He looked at Minerva quickly before 
turning his attention back to Harry, "I don't know, Harry, but you're 
safe here." 


Harry nodded, he had always known he was safe with mum and dad. 
"Can...can | sleep with you,” he asked in a tiny timid voice. 


"Of course," Minerva's answer was matter-of-fact as she moved to 
settle Harry between herself and Albus. 


The three of them settled under the covers with Harry snuggled close 
between his parents and Albus' arms around both Harry and Minerva. 
It wasn't exactly the wedding night he had envisioned, but Albus still 
felt like the happiest man on earth. When Minerva raised her hand to 
cup his cheek and whisper an apology, Albus just kissed her palm 
and told her not to apologize there would be time for the two of them 
later. 


Hogwarts Duo — | appreciate your reviews so much, you girls write 
wonderful stories and | love knowing you like mine as well. No 
worries, | couldn't possibly write anything that wasn't full of shippy 
AD/MM goodness. :) 


Emily — No, not skipping to his school days just yet. It was just a 
rather poor transition. Hope you'll stick with me. 


Chapter 3 — Getting Into Trouble 


That year Harry started to have lessons with his parents. He already 
knew how to read and could write a few simple words, but now he 
started working on maths and history with dad and mum had him 
reading bigger books. He would sit at his mum’s desk while she 
taught and work on worksheets she had made him or read his books 
in the morning, and in the afternoon he went to dad’s office and they 
talked about history. Harry thought history was fascinating, so many 
battles and interesting creatures like goblins and trolls, little did he 
know that some day he would learn to hate history lessons. Albus 
also covered muggle history with Harry because he thought it was 
very important to know about the world that existed parallel to theirs. 
He had seen first hand during the war with Grindelwald just how 
much the events in the muggle world could effect the wizarding world. 
Grindelwald had operated under the cover of Hitler and his muggle 
army, making it much more difficult to find him and stop him. Harry 
found out about his dad’s role in the last big wizarding war by reading 
a book. 


He came running into the Headmaster’s office one day holding a 
giant book and exclaimed, “Dad! Dad is that you?” Harry pointed to a 
picture of Albus some forty years earlier as he climbed onto his lap. 


Albus looked at the picture and said, “Yes, my boy, that’s me.” 


“Did you really stop the bad wizard?” The young boy couldn’t quite 
figure out how to say the long name. 


“Yes,” Albus told him sadly, “I did. Those were terrible times, Harry. 
Grindelwald was killing and torturing many people, he was destroying 
wizarding Europe. | had worked for years with a small group of 
people trying to track him down and stop him when finally one day we 
found out where he was hiding. | went there with a few others and he 
challenged me to duel with him, only me. We fought and | won, but | 
never would have been able to do it without the help of many other 
people. Including your mother.” 


“Mum was there?” Harry tilted his head slightly to one side and raised 
an eyebrow, in almost perfect mimicry of the way Minerva asked 
questions. 


Albus nodded, “Very few people know the role your mother played in 
that war, but she was very helpful. She would change into a cat and 
go spying for us, it was very dangerous, but she’s a very brave 
woman.” 


“Where you married then?” 

“No, we were just very good friends then, but | did already care for 
her very much. Someday when you're older, you'll meet a pretty girl 
and you'll understand what | mean.” 


“Nobody’s as pretty as mum,” Harry said decisively. 


Albus laughed and then they both heard Minerva’s voice from behind 
them, “Well, | thank you for that, Harry, but I’m sure it’s not true.” 


“Come now, my dear, we Dumbledore men only speak the truth. Isn’t 
that right, Harry?” Albus said, his blue eyes twinkling. 


Harry looked very serious and said carefully, “The truth is pref- 
prefra—prefrabell to lies.” 


Minerva smiled and cupped Harry’s cheek in her hand before she 
leaned in to kiss Albus lightly, “What are my two crazy men up to this 
afternoon, then?” 

“History,” they answered in unison. 

Later that night in their rooms, Minerva was grading some essays 
when Harry crawled up in her lap holding another book. He pointed 
out a picture and asked if it was her. 


“Yes, that’s me when | was in school,” she said. “Where did you find 
this?” 


“On the bookshelf,” Harry shrugged. “Were you in Gryffindor?” 


“Of course,” Minerva told him. 


“And that’s why you're the head of house now?” She nodded. “Who 
was head of house when you were in school?” 


“Your father.” 


Harry’s eyes got wide, “Really?” He looked at the essays she was 
grading. “Did you always like Transfignurashums?” 


“Transfiguration,” Minerva corrected gently, “and yes | did. It’s a very 
challenging subject, but | just seemed to have a natural talent for it....| 
also had a very good teacher.” 


“Who?” 
“Your father,” she smiled. 


“Dad was your teacher?” Harry was overwhelmed by this new 
information. “Did you like him then? Like you like him now, | mean.” 


Minerva laughed, “You know, | think maybe | did. But it took a long 
time for me to realize just how much | liked him.” 


Harry shook his head, it was spinning. Dad had taught mum in school 
and they fought in war together, he wondered what else had 
happened to them. 


That year Harry also struck up a friendship with Hagrid, the school’s 
game keeper. Hagrid was huge and he looked sort of intimidating at 
first, but he was the nicest person Harry had ever met. Sometimes 
Harry would have an afternoon off from his lessons with dad and he 
would follow Hagrid around the grounds watching while he took care 
of plants and small animals. He would tell Harry stories about animals 
he worked with and talk about how much he wanted a dragon. One 
day in March, Harry went down to Hagrid’s hut but he wasn’t there. 
Harry knew he sometimes went into the forest to take care of the 
animals so he decided to go in and find him. 


Minerva had watched Harry’s journey across the grounds from a 
window inside the castle and when she saw him walk into the forest 
her heart stopped. Immediately, she ran down the corridors and out 
onto the grounds to find him. “Harry!” She yelled over and over again. 
Receiving no answer, she transformed into a cat and sniffed around 
for his scent, she found it and followed it much deeper into the forest 
than she was comfortable with. 


“Harold James McGonagall!” 


Harry turned around slowly, his heart in his throat...ne was in big 
trouble. He looked up at his mum, hands on her hips, lips as thin as 
he’d ever seen them. 


“Explain yourself,” she ordered. 


“| was looking for Hagrid,” he said quietly. “I’m sorry.” There was a 
long pause. “Mum?” He looked up at her with puppy dog eyes. 


“That look doesn’t work on me, young man. Come on, back inside. 
Now!” She turned and led him back into the castle and up to her 
office. 


Harry knew he was in big trouble when they went to her office instead 
of his dad’s office or their rooms. 


“Harry, the forest is off limits for a reason. How many times have we 
told you never to go in there?” Minerva didn’t wait for an answer. “It’s 
not just a rule your dad and | created for you, Harry, the students 
aren't allowed in the forest either. It is very, very dangerous. Do you 
have any idea what might have happened to you?” 


He couldn’t meet her eyes so Harry just studied his shoes. “I’m sorry,” 
he offered lamely. 


Minerva studied him for a moment, thinking. “I think that since you’ve 
broken a school rule, you should be punished the same way any 
student would be.” 


Harry looked up at her sharply, what did she mean? 


“You will serve a detention, Harry,” she explained. “You are old 
enough to be responsible for your actions. You knew the forest was 
off limits and you entered it anyway, this is not a light matter. It’s time 
for dinner now, | will let you know what your punishment is when | 
think of it.” 


Unfortunately for Harry, the school caretaker Argus Filch had 
overheard this exchange. Filch delighted in punishing students and 
spent much of his time trying to scare them out of their trouble 
making. He had assumed that Harry would think himself above rules 
since he was being raised by the Headmaster and Deputy 
Headmistress and decided that now would be the perfect chance to 
head off any exploits the youngster might be planning. The grumpy 
beady eyed man managed to accost Harry in a corridor the next 
morning. 


“So, boy, think you can do anything you want do ya,” Filch spat. “Well, 
let me tell you what happens to rule breakers in this castle.” 


Harry backed away in fear. He had never liked the look of Mr. Filch or 
his spooky cat, but now he was downright frightened and he wished 
his mum was with him. However, not for nothing was he the son of 
two Gryffindors being raised by two other Gryffindors, Harry might be 
scared but he wasn't going to let this man know it. 


“I’m not afraid of your punishments,” he said bravely. 


Filch laughed, “Do you know what we used to do with troublemakers, 
boy? Used to hang them by their ankles in the dungeons we did. Pity 
your father won't let me anymore, although he might make an 
exception.” 


“That’s enough, Argus!” Harry turned around, it was his mum! “I will 
not have you speaking to my son that way, in fact | believe the 
Headmaster has asked you repeatedly not to threaten any of the 
children here.” Minerva placed her hands protectively on Harry’s 
shoulders and pulled him closer to herself, her eyes were shining with 
anger. “Il never want to find out that you’ve threatened Harry again. 
Do you understand me?” 


Filch said that he did and stalked away with Mrs. Norris, leaving Harry 
and his mum alone. 


“Are you okay, Harry?” she asked. 


“Pm fine, mum...thank you,” he said looking up at her. “He wouldn’t 
really do that, would he” 


Minerva knelt down to Harry’s level, “No, lad, your father stopped 
those kinds of punishments long ago. It was a terrible and inhumane 
way to treat young people and we won't stand for it as long as 
Hogwarts is in our hands. | promise he won't ever scare you again.” 
She hugged him tight before picking him up to walk to her classroom. 
“Ugh, you're getting too big for this,” she teased, holding him against 
her stomach so his legs rested on her hips. 


Later, Alous had words with Filch about his behavior towards Harry 
and the man never did bother him again...until he started school. 


A few days later, Minerva told Harry what his punishment for going 
into the forest was. That night he sat in her classroom next to a third 
year student, both of them copying lines. Harry wrote over and over 
again in his wobbly handwriting “I will not go into the forest,” he 
copied it off a strip of parchment his mum put in front of him. He 
wondered what the other boy had done and what his line said, but he 
couldn't read it from where he sat. After half an hour Minerva called 
Harry up to her desk and looked over his parchment. 


“Have you learned anything from all this, Harry?” she asked sternly. 


He nodded, “Yes, ma'am. | won’t ever go in the forest again, | 
promise.” 


“Alright then, you may go. | want you to go straight back to your room, 
understand? Dad will put you to bed.” Before she let him go, she 
ruffled his hair and opened her desk drawer, letting him have a biscuit 
from the tartan tin she kept there. He knew mum wasn’t really mad if 
she gave him biscuits. 


The rest of the school year passed relatively uneventfully for the 
Dumbledore family (as uneventfully as any year at Hogwarts was 
able to pass), Harry seemed determined never to get another 
detention as long as he lived. 


Chapter 4 — Discoveries and Revelations 


On the day of Harry’s eighth birthday, Minerva and Albus were sitting 
around the table talking with some of her brothers and sisters when 
they heard several young girls cry out from the adjacent field. Two of 
Harry’s cousins, Miranda and Kathrine, came running toward the 
adults yelling something they couldn’t understand. 


“Aunt Minerva,” the younger one gasped, “Harry’s playing with a 
snake!” 


As soon as the word “Harry” left the girl’s mouth, Minerva had been 
on her feet and running toward the field. She paused momentarily 
when she comprehended the end of the sentence. Deciding not to 
stop and question the girls further, she proceeded in her path to make 
sure Harry was safe. When she got to where the children had been 
playing, Minerva stopped and took in the scene before her. Harry was 
lying on his stomach in the long grass with a semi-circle of half 
impressed-half scared boys standing a little bit behind him and a 
group of scared looking girls clustered tightly together a long way off. 
There was a small garden snake about a foot in front of Harry with his 
head raised up to the boy’s eye level, each was taking turns hissing 
in what appeared to be a conversation. 


Albus had followed closely behind his wife and came to a stop just 
behind her. Laying a hand on her shoulder, he remarked casually, 
“So, Harry is a parselmouth.” 


“What,” she breathed, “but there hasn’t been a known parselmouth 
since...” 


“| Know,” he cut her off gently. “It may have been transferred to him 
that night, possibly not the only of Tom’s powers Harry will share.” 


Minerva’s knees gave slightly at this revelation and Albus wrapped a 
supportive arm around her waist, she leaned against him 
appreciatively. The snake didn’t seem to have any intentions of 
harming Harry, so they stood and watched for a few moments until it 
turned and slithered away and the boy sat up. Seeing his parents, 


Harry got up and walked over to them; all of his cousins were still 
gathered around, gaping at what they had just witnessed. 


Looking around at the shocked faces of his cousins and the odd 
expression on his mum’s face, Harry turned to Albus and asked, “Did 
| do something wrong?” 


“No, Harry, not wrong just unusual. I'll explain it all to you when we 
get home,” Albus answered. 


Instead of hanging around until nightfall, as they usually did, Albus, 
Minerva, and Harry flooed back to the school immediately after 
supper to have a long talk. Albus had been hoping to spare the boy 
the burden of what they needed to tell him until he was older, but 
knew that he needed to understand a few things before he began his 
schooling and Minerva told him gently that it was time. Harry was old 
enough to understand the beginning of the story, she told him quietly 
during dinner. 


When they arrived home, Harry settled down onto the couch, leaning 
up against Minerva who wrapped her arm around his shoulders. 
Albus drew up an armchair directly in front of them and began to tell 
Harry about his past, and what would probably become his future. 


He took a deep breath, “Harry, there are some things you need to 
know about yourself and your real parents and your mother and | 
have decided that you are old enough now. | ask that you let me 
finish the story and then we will answer any questions you may have. 
Okay?” 


Harry nodded his agreement, looking somewhat apprehensive about 
what his dad might be getting ready to tell him and moving 
instinctively closer to Minerva. 


“Do you remember when you found that book, about me fighting 
Grindelwald?” Harry nodded again. “Well, | told you he was a terrible 
dark wizard and he killed and tortured many people, but he wasn’t the 
last. About ten years before you were born, another dark wizard rose 
to power. He gained many followers and was trying to take over the 
wizarding world. | fought against him again, as did many others 


including James and Lily Potter...your parents. This wizard’s name 
was Voldemort, but most people in our world are still afraid to say his 
name, that’s how evil he was. Your parents fought very bravely 
against him, they escaped him three times, which is something not 
many wizards and witches managed to do. As he gained more and 
more power, our community lived in constant fear, it was hard to tell 
who to trust and who not to trust. Many people were passing 
information to Voldemort’s followers without even realizing it, others 
were being blackmailed and controlled by him. This was in addition to 
the people who followed him and did his bidding willingly. We lost a 
lot of good people in that war, many friends who were brave and 
strong wizards and witches didn’t survive the fighting with Voldemort 
and his Death Eaters. One night, he decided to go after your parents. 
Somehow, he found out where you were living and entered your 
house. | do not know all of the details because | was not informed 
until later, but | will tell you as much as | do know. Voldemort entered 
your house and killed both your parents, | have no doubt that they 
fought bravely against him, but he was a powerful dark wizard and 
had killed everyone he ever tried to kill. However, when he tried to kill 
you, the curse backfired and you survived. Nobody is sure what 
happened to Voldemort that night, his body was destroyed but | am 
sure he is out there somewhere waiting for his followers to find him 
and return him to power. After we heard what had happened, Hagrid 
went and got you from the house, | had planned to have you grow up 
with Lily’s sister and her family who are muggles, but Minerva would 
not hear of it. She met me late that night and asked me to bring you 
here so that we could raise you. | have never made a better decision 
in my life, Harry, and | hope you will forgive me for not making that 
my first choice. After Voldemort fell, we captured some of his 
followers and they are and will always be in Azkaban prison, but there 
are many of his followers still among us and | have no doubt that 
someday Voldemort himself will be back. | do not know when that will 
be or how it will happen, but | fear it will.” He paused momentarily and 
took a deep breath. “There is a little more, Harry. When you talked to 
that snake this afternoon your mother and | realized that you are a 
parselmouth. That means that you can speak and understand the 
language of snakes. It is a very rare gift among wizards, even more 
rare than your mother’s animagus ability or being a seer. The last 
known parselmouth before you was none other than Voldemort 
himself, | believe that some of his powers may have been transferred 


to you the night he failed to kill you. | do not know what other powers 
he may have passed on to you, but | am sure we will discover them 
as the years pass.” 


Harry sat there for a while, digesting all of this new information, he 
could feel his dad’s eyes on him and his mum’s arm around him had 
grown almost painfully tight during the telling of Harry’s story. Finally, 
he began asking questions and Albus and Minerva answered them as 
well as they could. Albus still did not tell him everything about 
Voldemort and how he may be connected to Harry, he felt that for an 
eight year old the boy now had enough information to be going on 
with. Hours later, when Harry felt like he understood and had assured 
his parents that he was not upset with them for their decisions 
regarding telling him this story or where he should live, Albus lifted 
the charms on Harry and led him to the mirror in the bathroom. He 
pointed out the scar on Harry’s forehead and told him that was the 
only mark on him when they found him after Voldemort’s attack and 
explained that he had covered it up in order to give Harry a chance to 
grow up as a normal boy, without being gawked at everywhere he 
went. When Harry asked why his eyes appeared lighter, Albus 
explained that he had decided to darken them a bit in order to make 
Harry appear to be part of Minerva’s natural family so that people 
would ask fewer questions about his sudden appearance at the castle. 
They told him that when he began his schooling in three years, the 
charms would be lifted permanently and he could be called Harry 
Potter again. Nobody could know that Harry McGonagall and Harry 
Potter were the same boy for many reasons, one of which being that 
Harry Potter would receive more than enough attention for being who 
he was without also being the son of the Headmaster and Deputy 
Headmistress. 


Minerva promised to give Harry a couple of books to read the next 
day that included the story of himself and Voldemort, she made 
herself say the name now because if her eight year old son could say 
it then so should she, and told him that she would answer any other 
questions he might have after reading them. She already had the 
books in mind, there were a few accounts that had kept to the facts of 
the story surrounding Voldemort’s downfall and that had covered it in 
a tasteful manner, these were the ones she would allow her son to 
read. Albus charmed Harry’s appearance again before Minerva 


tucked the boy into bed and sat with him, stroking his hair softly as he 
fell asleep. Why did it have to be her son, she asked herself, and then 
chided herself for thinking such things. She and Albus were very 
lucky to have Harry in their lives, he was a wonderful boy and they 
probably would not have had any children of their own so late in life. 
He truly had been a blessing, she just hoped they could keep him 
safe until he was old enough to face the danger she knew he would 
someday have to face. 


Eventually, Albus came into Harry’s room and led Minerva away 
gently, telling her that he would be fine. The two of them went to bed, 
but sleep was a long time coming as they silently held each other 
close. Both were lost in their own thoughts about the young boy 
asleep in the next room, about the tragedy of his past and what they 
feared his future would hold. They both knew what would be required 
of their son and only hoped that they could teach him enough and be 
there to support him when the time came for him to face it. 


Chapter 5 — Defending Mum 


As Harry grew older, he was allowed more freedom to move about 
the castle by himself, but Minerva still gave him many restrictions and 
after his adventure into the forest Harry was careful to stick to them. 
He was slowly learning all the tricks to getting around Hogwarts and 
had even managed to find a couple of secret passages. Getting 
around the huge castle wasn't always easy, there were trick stairs 
you had to remember to jump and, as Harry well knew, the staircases 
sometimes changed and you ended up somewhere completely 
different from where you meant to end up. He also had to watch out 
for Peeves, the school poltergeist, who enjoyed playing tricks on the 
students and staff and would often try to drop a bust or a vase on 
someone's head or push a suit of armor down the steps. Harry's 
favorite places to go were outside on the grounds, he could often be 
found in one of the courtyards playing gobstones or exploding snap 
with first year students. He desperately wanted to go for a swim in the 
lake sometimes, it looked so inviting, but remembering his mum's 
warning about the giant squid and the incident at his fifth birthday he 
managed to stop himself actually doing it. 


Harry was also getting to know the students and teachers better as 
he got older. One day, Harry was walking down the corridor toward 
his mum's classroom to visit her and he overheard some students 
talking. Peeking around the corner, Harry recognized them as 
Slytherin third years and they sounded angry. Continuing to listen, he 
realized they were talking about his mum. 


"Bitter old bat!" 
"Gryffindor bitch!" 


"How dare she talk to us like that. She's just old and lonely and 
mean." 


Harry had heard enough. He rounded the corner and confronted the 
older boys without a second thought. "Don't you talk about my mum 
that way!" 


The boys turned around and sneered. "What are you going to do 
about it, baby?" One of them asked. 


"Whatever | have to do to teach you not to talk about anybody that 
way, especially my mum," came Harry's brave response. 


He didn't back away even when they drew their wands on him, but he 
was having second thoughts, he didn't have a wand yet. 
Straightening his back, Harry just glared them down, it was actually a 
pretty good imitation of Minerva staring down a problem student. 


They laughed at him, and one said, "Your mum is a stupid, mean, 
interfering bitch." 


Harry was so angry he was seeing red. Suddenly, the boy who had 
just spoken started to swell. He kept getting bigger and bigger and 
the his feet left the ground. His friends got a little panicky at this point, 
but one of them still managed to advance on Harry with his wand. 
"What did you do, you little freak?" 

At that point, Minerva rounded the opposite corner, headed from her 
classroom to her office to mark some essays. She took in the scene 
quickly and drew her wand to deflate the boy Harry had blown up. 
"What happened here?" she demanded. 


The recently deflated boy looked at her with pure hatred and spat, 
"Your brat of a son just blew me up for no reason at all." 


Minerva looked at him suspiciously and said, "You three better get 
back to your common room. Harry, come with me please." 


Still breathing hard, hands balled into fists, Harry followed as she led 
him into the office and closed the door. 


"What happened, Harry?" 


"| don't exactly know. They said some stuff | didn't like and threatened 
me with their wands and | got really angry and then...then...that boy 


just sort of swelled up and floated away." He was afraid he might be 
in trouble, but he wasn't about to apologize. 


"Who started the fight?" 


Harry sighed, "I guess | sort of did, but it was because of what they 
were saying." 


"And just what, pray tell, did they say to make you so angry?" 
Minerva asked. 


"I'd rather not say," Harry's defiant manner from moments previously 
vanished as he thought about what the boys had said, he definitely 
didn't want to tell his mum that. 


"I'd rather you did," she countered sternly. 
"They were insulting you, | told them to stop," he said simply. 


Minerva looked at him for a moment before responding, her face 
softening somewhat. "Harry, students insult me all the time. As you 
are no doubt aware, and will grow to learn in your own student days, | 
am a very strict teacher and | have no problems with admonishing 
and punishing students who cross lines. You will no doubt hear many 
negative things said about me during your years here and you cannot 
start a fight every time." 


Harry knew all too well that Minerva was quick to punish wrong doing 
and had been on the receiving end of more stern glares than most of 
the students would ever see. "But, mum," he almost pleaded, "this 
was really bad. They called you some really mean names, | couldn't 
just let them go on with it." 


"Whatever they said, Harry, it was no excuse to start a fight. You 
need to learn to control your emotions." She paused, "You are not in 
trouble for blowing that boy up, it was an accident and most young 
wizards and witches perform unintentional magic before entering 
school. However," her voice took on its stern lecturing tone again, "I 
do not want you fighting. There are other ways of solving problems 
and sometimes you just have to let things go. Not everyone is going 


to like me, or you, or even your father, it is something you will have to 
learn to live with. Unless you are prepared to tell me what they said 
that justified fighting, you may go." 


Harry looked at the floor, "I can't tell you, it's too bad. It really made 
me angry to hear them say those things, mum, it was disgusting." 


Before he left the office, Harry walked over to where Minerva sat 
behind her desk and gave her a big hug. "I love you, mum." 


"| love you too, Harry," she said, ruffling his hair. "Now, don't you 
have some maths homework to do, or some reading?" 


"Can | bring it here and work with you?" He asked brightly. 
"Of course," Minerva smiled, "go and get it." 


Harry ran back to his room to get his books so he could spend the 
afternoon studying in his mum's office, he loved these times. 


A couple of weeks later, Albus was called away on business for the 
Ministry and before he left he teasingly told Harry to watch out for 
Minerva. Harry knew it was a joke, if any one woman on Earth didn't 
need watching out for it was his mum. However, he couldn't help but 
notice that after his dad had been gone a couple of days Minerva was 
acting differently. 


Before she put him to bed one night, he looked at her seriously and 
asked, "Mum, are you okay?" 


She smiled a half smile and said, "Yes, love, l'm fine." 

"You look tired and sad." 

"| know it's silly, but well, | miss your father," she told him softly. 
Harry nodded, "I miss him too. Do you want to sleep with me?" 


Minerva laughed softly, Harry loved her laugh, he didn't get to hear it 
often but it was a wonderful sound. He knew his dad liked it too 


because he told them so all the time. "Alright, Harry, if you like I'll stay 
with you." 


She climbed into the small bed and he snuggled up close in her arms 
as they both fell asleep. 


When he returned home a few days later, Albus found Minerva curled 
up in her favorite armchair quietly looking at a book. Walking up 
behind her, he discovered it was the photo album she had been 
keeping to chronicle Harry's childhood and she looked sad. 


Moving to kneel in front of her, he asked, "Minerva, what is wrong?" 


She looked up and sighed, "I was just thinking about Harry. He's 
growing up so quickly, Albus. This summer he turns ten and then it's 
only one more year until we lose him." 


Albus gently pried the photo album out of her hands and placed it on 
a table before picking Minerva up. He then took a seat in the chair, 
with her in his lap. "We won't be losing him, my dear," he said quietly 
as Minerva rested her head against his shoulder. "He will still be here, 
you will see him every day." 


"Yes, but he'll be Harry Potter then and he will be calling us 
‘Professor.’ I'm so worried, Albus, | know it's silly, but what if he drifts 
away? He will be living in the dormitories and making friends who 
know nothing of his family life. What if he really does come to see us 
as nothing but his teachers? What if he resents us for everything 
we've done?" 


"Minerva, stop," Albus said sternly. "Harry loves you, he will always 
be your son no matter what his last name is or where he lives. Yes, 
things will change when he becomes a student in a year, but you will 
be surprised by the number of things that stay the same." 


"| already told you | was being silly," she answered, laughing softly at 
herself. 


Albus chuckled, "Not silly, my dear, just a mother." 


"| do love that title." Minerva smiled and snuggled further into Albus' 
embrace after leaning up to kiss him. 


He sat there, holding her and rubbing her back softly, until she fell 
asleep and then carried her to bed. He too had been wondering how 
things would change when Harry began his schooling, but had no 
doubt that the love among their family was strong enough to see 
them through any changes that they would face. Changes and 
challenges, Albus thought, for Harry was certain to have a future filled 
with many challenges. 


A/N: Many thanks to Christy for her help with this chapter! She was 
just full of good ideas. :) 


Chapter 6 — Diagon Alley 


On the morning of his eleventh birthday Harry was eating breakfast 
when a large owl swooped down and dropped a letter in front of him. 
For a moment he was puzzled, he never got mail, and then 
realization dawned. It was his Hogwarts letter! Even though he had 
been expecting it, even though he had been waiting for this moment 
for as long as he could remember, Harry was as excited as if he 
hadn't known he was a wizard until this moment. It was time for him 
to start school! As Harry read over the letter, written and signed by 
his mum with his dad's full professional title at the top, his excitement 
grew. He looked over the list of supplies, a wand, he was finally going 
to get a wand and learn how to use it! 


Harry looked up when he felt his parents' eyes on him, a huge grin on 
his face. "Can we go get my school stuff today?" He asked. 


Albus chuckled at the boy's enthusiasm and both he and Harry 
spotted the twitch that meant Minerva was trying to suppress a grin to 
match Harry's. "Not today, Harry. Your grandmother is expecting us, 
remember?" 


"Oh yeah," he said. "Wow, a birthday party and my letter all on the 
same day! Can we go tomorrow then." 


Again, Albus chuckled and winking at the boy he said, "You'll have to 
ask your mother." 


"| think that could be arranged, Harry," Minerva said calmly. "Now go 
wash up so we can leave for your party." 


Harry dashed from the room, leaving his letter lying on the table. 
Albus was still laughing and Minerva could only shake her head, she 
wondered if every child had this reaction to their Hogwarts letter or 
only her son who had spent nearly his whole life at the school anyway. 


The next morning, Minerva transfigured her appearance and lifted the 
charms on Harry before they flooed to the Leaky Cauldron. Harry 
hadn't been to many places besides Hogwarts, Hogsmeade, and the 
McGonagall estate, so when Minerva tapped the bricks in the alley 


and opened the passage to Diagon Alley he was struck speechless at 
the sight before him. Never had he seen so many shops and people 
crowded into such a small space, it was far too much to take in all at 
once. He could barely keep up with Minerva because he was looking 
around so much; when they passed Quality Quidditch Supplies she 
had to physically drag him away from the window where the new 
Nimbus 2000 racing broom was displayed. 


"Where do we go first," he asked, looking longingly back at the broom. 


"To the bank," Minerva answered, pointing up the street toward 
Gringotts. 


Harry tried hard not to gape at the goblin who opened the large doors 
for them, he had seen pictures in books after all, but it was much 
more interesting finally seeing one in person. Mum lead him inside 
and up to a desk where a goblin sat writing in a ledger that was 
almost as big as he was. 


Minerva spoke to him, "We need to visit two vaults please, | have the 
keys here." As she spoke she handed over two small shiny brass 
keys. 


They went first to her own vault and Minerva removed a good deal of 
money before they sped off toward another vault deeper under the 
bank. As the cart twisted and turned going faster and faster through 
the roller coaster-like maze of track, Harry marveled at how far 
underground they were traveling and wondered briefly if anyone ever 
got trapped down here. 


As they passed a small lake, he turned to his mum and asked, 
"What's the difference between stalactites and stalagmites again?" 


"Stalactites grow on the ceiling and stalagmites grow on the ground, 
you can remember by the 'c' and the 'g'," she told him. 


Finally, they stopped in front of another vault and as the goblin 
climbed out of the cart to open it, Minerva turned to Harry to explain. 
"Harry, your father and | are of course more than happy to pay for 
anything you may need, always. But we've decided that it's time you 


know about your own vault. Your parents left you quite a bit of money 
and it's yours to spend however you see fit, but remember that it is 
always a good idea to save money. If you would like you can take 
some out of the vault now to use as spending money this year, but 
you do not have to. As | said, your father and | will continue to happily 
provide you with anything you need." 


The vault opened and Harry's jaw dropped. He knew enough about 
financial matters to realize that he was looking at a small fortune and 
the idea that he never needed to spend it until he grew up was 
staggering. All that money was just sitting there waiting for him to 
want it. On the other hand, he could buy a lot of fun things with all 
that money. In the end, he decided his mum was correct, as always, 
and he took a small amount of money out hoping that she would let 
him visit a few shops that weren't on the school list today. 


When they left the bank, Minerva suggested that they go to Madam 
Malkin's Robes for All Occasions and purchase Harry's robes first as 
that would take longer than everything else on the list, aside from 
choosing a wand. 


They entered the shop and a squat smiling woman asked Harry, 
"Hogwarts, dear?" 


He nodded and she led him to the back of a shop and gestured for 
him to step onto a footstool, next to another boy with blond hair and 
blue eyes who was also being fitted. 


"Hello, Hogwarts too?" the boy asked him. 


Harry said yes and the boy asked, "Know what house you'll be in 
yet?" 


"Nobody knows until they get there," Harry said knowledgeably. 


The boy waved it off, "Of course, but I'll be in Slytherin. My whole 
family always has been. It's the only house worth being in anyway." 


"| like Gryffindor," Harry told him. 


"Gryffindor," he scoffed, "that bunch of losers? Don't tell me you really 
want to be one of them?" 


Harry caught his mum's eye in the mirror, she was giving him a 
warning look. Taking a deep breath, he answered, "Yes, | do want to 
be one of them. | think it's the best house at Hogwarts and | hear their 
Head of House is great." Harry looked at his mum again and saw her 
trying to force back a smile. 


The other boy just snorted at that and continued, "Who are your 
parents, they are our sort aren't they?" 


"If you mean a wizard and a witch, then yes," said Harry, already not 
liking this boy. 'What a snob,’ he thought. 


"They shouldn't let the others in. Imagine not even knowing you were 
a wizard until you got the letter. | think magic should be kept in the all 
magical families, don't you?" 


"That's you done, dear," the woman called before Harry had a chance 
to answer him. 


"Well, see you there, | suppose,” the boy said as he walked away, 
and Harry let out a relieved breath. He hoped he didn't have to see 
much of that boy at school, whoever he was, and that he did end up 
in Slytherin so Harry could stay away from him. ‘Slytherin deserves 
him,’ he thought, watching the boy walk away. 


After they left Madam Malkin's the rest of the shopping went by in a 
whirlwind. Minerva swept through the shops, expertly choosing the 
things Harry would need for school, paying for them, and shrinking 
the packages to make them easier for Harry to carry. There was 
some discussion over whether Harry wanted to bring a pet or not. 
Neither of them thought a toad would be very good, Minerva 
suggested a cat, but Harry said he would rather have an owl to carry 
his mail. So, they picked out a beautiful snowy white owl before 
heading to Ollivander's to get Harrys' wand. A bell tinkled softly 
somewhere as they stepped into the small dusty shop that was filled 
with rows and rows of long narrow boxes. 


Minerva took a seat on a small chair out of the way as a soft voice 
called out, "Good morning." 


Harry greeted Mr. Ollivander and thought that he was somewhat 
creepy with his silvery eyes, and did he have to stand so close? He 
also made rather a fuss over Harry, telling him all about the wands 
his parents chose and how he'd been waiting to see him. 


"Of course, it's the wand that chooses the wizard," he said, after 
describing James' wand. "Which is your wand arm?" 


"I'm right handed," Harry suggested. 


Then a tape measure started taking measurements from all over 
Harry's body, moving on its own accord, while Ollivander started 
pulling down boxes with wands for him to try. Harry tried what felt like 
every wand in the store before Ollivander said, "| wonder...holly and 
phoenix feather, eleven inches, give this a try." 


Harry took the wand and felt the warmth that spread up his arm 
before a shower of red and gold sparks shot out the end as he 
swished it. Mr. Ollivander seemed pleased with this result as he 
clapped and then said, "curious, very curious." 


"Sorry, but what's curious?" Harry asked him. 


The answer sent chills down Harry's spine. The phoenix whose tail 
feather was in his wand gave the one in Voldemort's as well, those 
were the only two feathers that phoenix ever gave. What could this 
mean, he wondered, how would having the brother wand to 
Voldemort's effect him when he came back? Harry caught a glimpse 
of his mum's face as Mr. Ollivander was speaking, she looked paler 
than usual and a muscle in her jaw was twitching, Harry knew that 
wasn't her ‘trying not to smile twitch,’ but rather a 'something is very 
upsetting twitch.' Resolving to ask her about it later, he paid for his 
wand himself and they left the shop. Suddenly, Harry wasn't in the 
mood to look at racing brooms or the joke shop so he allowed 
Minerva to lead him back to the Leaky Cauldron to floo home. 


When they landed back in their own sitting room, Harry brushed the 
soot off his robes and said, "Mum?" He wasn't quite sure how to 
phrase his questions about the things the wandmaker had told him, 
but he knew she would understand what he was asking. 


"We'll talk about it later, Harry," she said briskly. "Why don't you go 
put your school things away in your trunk and think of a name for that 
owl." 


He knew better than to argue, so Harry left the room hoping he would 
find out soon whether or not he should be worried about his wand. 
Minerva was so tired and so distracted that she forgot to un- 
transfigure her appearance. When he entered a little while later to 
see her looking like a stranger, Albus decided to have some fun. 


"Well, who is this lovely stranger in my sitting room?" he teased. 


Minerva looked around, "Hmm? Oh, just some lonely woman who 
wandered in off the street." Under ordinary circumstances she would 
have played along with her husband's game, but her response this 
time was very flat. 


Albus looked at her searchingly, "Minerva, what's wrong?" 


She sighed and then remembered to change back into her usual dark 
haired, green eyed self before answering. "Harry got Fawkes' second 
wand today." 


"| see," was the only response, but as usual there was so much more 
communicated between them than the actual words. "| suppose you 
know this because —" 


"Ollivander told him that it was the brother wand to Voldemort's,” she 
finished for him. "Naturally, he has questions. | didn't know what to 
tell him so | sent him to his room to put away his new things." 


They sat there in silence for a while, each lost in their own thoughts, 
until Albus said, "Well, | suppose I'll have to answer any questions he 
has, but frankly | don't exactly know what the consequences of this 
might be. Maybe he'll forget about it." 


And, indeed, Harry did forget about it for the time being. After he went 
to his room, he decided to look through some of his new books and 
he found them so interesting that all other thoughts were chased out 
of his mind. He found the name Hedwig in A History of Magic and 
liked it so much that he decided that should be the name for his owl. 
It would be quite some time until anyone found out exactly how 
sharing wand cores with Voldemort would effect Harry's future. 


Emily — | hadn't even thought of that, actually. Interesting idea though. 
Thanks for your continued reviews, they make me happy! 


Actually, thanks to all my reviewers! I'm really enjoying writing this 
one, little Harry is so cute in my mind and | love writing him with 
Minerva, it makes my day to know you're all enjoying reading as 
well. :) 


Chapter 7 — Coping with Changes 


During the last week of the summer holidays, Harry and his parents 
practiced calling each other “Professor” and “Mr. Potter.” It sounded 
strange to all of them, but they knew they needed the practice in 
order not to slip in front of the other students and staff. In order to 
keep up appearances and make it seem that Harry was coming to 
Hogwarts for the first time, his parents told him he would have to ride 
the train to school with the other students. Harry didn’t mind, he had 
never been on a long journey without his parents and he thought a 
train ride with no one but other students for company would be a real 
adventure. So, on September 1st, Minerva disguised her appearance 
again and took Harry to King’s Cross. As they were approaching 
platform 9, a redheaded woman with five children went running by, 
the four boys all had carts and the woman looked frantic. 


Another Weasley, Minerva felt tired just thinking about it. Leaning 
down to Harry, she whispered, “Follow those boys through the barrier. 
You just walk straight through the wall between platforms 9 and 10, 
l'Il be right behind you.” 


Harry nodded and watched as the three older boys, all with bright red 
hair like their mother, younger brother, and younger sister, ran toward 
the brick wall and just seemed to disappear. Wow, he thought as he 
made his way forward to follow the youngest boy through the barrier. 
Minerva watched him go and then leaned casually against the wall, 
transforming into a cat as she went. She sat on the platform and 
watched as the Weasley twins helped Harry get his trunk on the train; 
they really are nice boys, if only they would behave once in a while, 
she thought. Harry leaned out the window and winked at her and 
Minerva did her best to nod back in his direction as she cringed 
inwardly listening to Molly Weasley tell Fred and George not to blow 
up any toilets. Don’t give them ideas, she wanted to yell. The twins 
had, of course, recognized Harry and seemed quite excited about the 
fact that he was on the train. Minerva sat and watched the train leave, 
offering up a silent prayer to whoever might be listening that Harry 
would have a good journey and the students would let him have a 
little bit of peace, he wasn’t used to being the object of so much 
attention. 


Harry thought the train trip was fantastic. He had watched out the 
window as his mum and all the other people on the platform grew 
smaller and smaller before disappearing entirely as the city of London 
gave way to the beautiful English countryside. Not long after they left 
the station, the youngest of the redheaded boys came and asked if 
he could sit with Harry. He introduced himself as Ron Weasley and 
Harry thought briefly about how much taller this boy was than himself, 
he hoped all the boys in his class weren't so tall. The one thing Harry 
had always disliked about his appearance was that he was small for 
his age; he had always been somewhat short and skinny. These 
thoughts were forgotten, however, when the lunch trolley came by 
and Harry bought some sweets to share with Ron. Finally, a chance 
to eat as much candy as he wanted without his mum there to stop 
him, and he didn’t mind sharing with Ron at all. 


For the most part, the train ride went well, a girl named Hermione 
Granger stopped by their compartment looking for some boy’s toad 
that had run off and then she showed off by doing magic. Harry and 
Ron were impressed, but exasperated by this girl, she was such a 
know-it-all. Unfortunately, the boy from Madam Malkin’s showed up 
as well. He had two huge, mean, dumb looking boys standing on 
either side of him who he introduced as Crabbe and Goyle, Harry 
wondered which of them was which. He finally found out the boy’s 
name, Draco Malfoy — even his name gave Harry a bad feeling. 
When Draco insulted Ron’s family, Harry had heard enough. He 
refused to shake the boy’s hand and told him he would figure out who 
the “right sort” of people were for himself, which did not make Draco 
happy. Somehow, Harry thought he had just made his first real 
enemy...unless he counted Filch. When they got to the school, it was 
difficult for Harry not to greet Hagrid like an old friend as the giant 
man led the first years toward the lake where they would cross to the 
castle in boats. 


Much to his surprise, Hagrid called out a greeting and then leaned 
down to whisper, “You won’t remember me o’course, but it was me 
what took you away from your house the night You-Know-Who 
attacked. Brought you to Dumbledore mehself.” 


Hagrid sounded proud to have been entrusted with such an important 
task and seemed very glad to see Harry so as he climbed into a boat 


he vowed to find a way to make friends with the grounds keeper 
again. It was so exciting crossing the lake in the tiny boats and seeing 
the castle loom out of the darkness ahead. Harry had seen many 
sortings before, but he had no idea what took place before it or how 
nervous the first years must have been. Minerva met them at the front 
doors and made her usual speech during which Harry covertly 
watched the faces of the kids standing near him, including Ron. If he 
hadn’t known her before, hadn’t known how completely different she 
could be from the woman standing before them now, Harry would 
have been intimidated. This wasn’t his mum standing in front of them, 
this was the stern, formidable Professor McGonagall; Harry felt a brief 
stab of sadness as he thought that he would probably be seeing more 
of Professor McGonagall than mum over the next seven years. He 
followed his classmates into the Great Hall and lined up to listen to 
the Sorting Hat’s new song, trying not to look as if he had seen this 
nine times already. 


Harry watched as the others were sorted and then his mum finally 
called out “Harry Potter” and he felt every eye in the Great Hall on 
him as people started whispering to their friends. When the hat called 
out “Gryffindor,” Harry suppressed a whoop and went to join his new 
house mates. He heard his mum let out a breath she probably hadn't 
realized she’d been holding, and caught his dad’s eye briefly, not 
missing the extra twinkle he knew was just for him. It was odd eating 
a meal at one of the long house tables instead of sitting between his 
parents at the head table, but it afforded Harry the chance to watch 
the teachers. He noticed that Professor Snape was watching him with 
extreme distaste. Harry and Snape had never exactly been friends 
but the man had never looked at him quite so hatefully as he was 
now. When Professor Quirrell turned to speak to Snape, Harry met 
Snape’s eyes for a brief second and his scar burned. Odd, he thought, 
that’s never happened before. Maybe it’s because my scar has been 
covered up all these years. | wonder what it means. 


Harry talked to his fellow Gryffindor first years and met Ron’s older 
brothers Fred, George, and Percy, who was very pleased to be a 
prefect, but he kept one eye on the staff table for most of the meal, 
trying to figure out what had caused his scar to burn and what it 
meant. When his dad finished eating, Harry saw his hand slip under 
the table and knew his parents were holding hands. He smiled to 


himself, his parents loved each other so much, it was a shame they 
couldn't let the whole world know. After everyone had finished eating, 
his father got up to give the usual start of term notices and Harry was 
just as confused as everyone else when he declared the third floor 
corridor on the right-hand side out of bounds, this was the first he had 
heard of it, but then his parents had never discussed school business 
in front of him. He walked away from the Great Hall with two 
questions plaguing his mind: why had his scar burned, and why was 
that corridor off limits. That night, as he lay in his big four poster bed 
in the dormitory with the curtains drawn, Harry thought about his old 
bed. He missed it, he missed the small room he had grown up in, 
missed the sounds of his parents moving about in the other rooms. 
Harry could almost hear them talking quietly, quills scratching 
constantly in the background as his mum graded papers and his dad 
wrote letters to the ministry. It was odd sleeping in a new place and 
he wondered if the other boys missed their bedrooms at home as well. 


After the feast that night, Albus adjourned to his study to take care of 
some start of term business before passing through his bedroom into 
Minerva’s; he hadn't slept in his own room in nearly ten years and the 
disuse was beginning to show. He found Minerva leaning against the 
doorway to Harry’s room, it looked as though she had been there for 
a while. Walking up behind her, Albus wrapped his arms around her 
waist and began to softly nuzzle her neck as she tilted her head to 
one side to accommodate him. 


“It’s odd, not having Harry here,” she finally said. 


“I know,” he answered, turning her to face him, “I’m going to miss him 
running around in his pajamas trying to evade his bedtime, but on the 
other hand...this is our first night together without a child in the next 
room.” 


Minerva saw his point and she gladly let him lead her back into their 
room. Despite the silencing charms they had placed long ago, it was 
a very good thing there were no children present within Minerva’s 
rooms that night. 


Harry quickly settled into his new life as a student, he got used to 
sleeping in the dormitory with the sound of Neville snoring in the 


background instead of his parents’ voices, he got to know his fellow 
Gryffindors, and he got used to taking his meals at the house table 
instead of the staff table. He did not, however, get used to being 
pointed at and whispered about everywhere he went. His parents had 
warned him that he was famous in their world for his defeat of 
Voldemort and that the students and teachers would be prone to 
making a fuss over him. They both asked him to try not to let the 
fame go to his head and as he discovered what it meant to be famous 
Harry thought they needn’t have bothered, he didn’t enjoy the 
attention at all. Sometimes he wished they had let him stay Harry 
McGonagall while he was in school, but he understood when his 
father explained that people were expecting Harry Potter to re-enter 
the magical world and also that it is important to learn how to be 
oneself no matter what trials it might bring. 


Classes were interesting and fun for the most part, with the exception 
of Potions and History of Magic. Harry couldn’t believe how boring 
Professor Binns managed to make history lessons, even the fact that 
he was a ghost didn’t liven up the classes any. He also had a bad 
time in Potions, where Professor Snape seemed determined to make 
his life miserable. The Professor found a new way each class to 
belittle Harry and take points away from Gryffindor for some imagined 
misdemeanor. Harry thought maybe he should talk to his parents 
about Snape, he knew he should go to his father as it was actually his 
job to make sure the teachers were treating students fairly, but 
somehow he thought it might be more satisfying to let his mother give 
the man a good verbal dressing down. He eventually settled on 
finding a time when he could discuss it with both of them and later 
found that they had each individually had words with Snape. 
Unfortunately, it didn’t stop the man from hating Harry and he 
continued to treat him unfairly even if he did take fewer points. 


Much to Ron’s dismay, Hermione Granger, the girl from the train, had 
also been sorted into Gryffindor and she continued to be as much of 
a know-it-all as she had been that first day. During his mum’s first 
lesson, Harry felt a small stab of jealousy when Hermione was the 
only one to make any progress in changing her matchstick into a 
needle and Minerva gave the girl a small smile and showed off her 
work. He tried not to feel that way, but he couldn’t help it. He felt a 
little better, though, when his mum winked at him as she passed by 


his desk to check on his progress. Other than Harry, the talk amongst 
the students that week centered around an attempted break-in at 
Gringotts Bank. Harry couldn’t make himself be interested in that 
either. 


Minerva and Albus continued to miss Harry at night for a while, they 
got to see him at every meal and Minerva saw him a few times a 
week in class, but it definitely wasn’t the same. They missed tucking 
him into bed and asking him about his day, missed being a family. 
Minerva’s birthday was near the end of September and she was 
surprised that morning when she entered her classroom to find a gift 
wrapped package and a note on her desk. It was from Harry, he had 
found a mail order company that would make stuffed animals to fill 
any request and had them make a tabby cat wearing square glasses 
and a tartan sweater that was charmed to meow when petted, the 
note asked her to meet him in “dad’s office” after class that afternoon. 
She did as requested and entered the Headmaster’s office to find her 
husband and son waiting for her, it seemed Harry had consulted with 
Albus and arranged for the house elves to bring them all a wonderful 
afternoon tea which included a birthday cake for Minerva. They spent 
a happy afternoon catching up on everything that had happened in 
the last three weeks, Harry complained about Snape again and told 
them stories about his new friends and their first classes. It felt like 
nothing had changed between them for those two short hours and 
before they each made their way alone to the Great Hall for dinner 
the family exchanged hugs and Harry told his mum happy birthday 
one last time. 


After Harry left, Albus pulled Minerva into his arms and told her he 
was saving her gift for later before he gave her a happy birthday kiss. 


“Did you have anything to do with this,” she asked once the kiss 
ended. 


“Absolutely not,” Albus feigned shock, “Harry planned the whole thing 
himself, only asked me if we could use my office.” 


“Well, thank you for helping him anyway,” she said smiling and 
drawing closer to him. 


Albus chuckled at the broad smile that was covering Minerva’s face, it 
was a smile reserved only for himself and Harry, one even they didn't 
get to see often. Resting his forehead against hers, he asked, “Are 
you happy, ‘mum’?” 


She laughed, “Very. | feel like the luckiest woman in the world to have 
two such thoughtful men in my life, but | suppose it’s time for dinner 
and then | have essays to grade.” 


He kissed her deeply and said, “Until later,” before letting her precede 
him out of the office. 


Quill of Minerva -- | can't believe you're going to so much trouble to 
read my stories, glad you're enjoying it! :) 


Chapter 8 — In Trouble Again...And Again 


When flying lessons were announced, Harry was just as excited as 
the rest of the first years. While his dad and Madam Hooch, the flying 
instructor, had both taken Harry up on brooms many times, 
occasionally allowing him to sit in front and steer, he had never been 
on a broom alone. Minerva had been adamant that eleven was plenty 
young enough to begin flying lessons and had refused all of Madam 
Hooch’s offers to teach him. Harry loved the feeling of flying and 
couldn't wait to try it on his own, he was also looking forward to the 
next year when he could try out for the Gryffindor Quidditch team. He 
thought he might make a good chaser. 


Gryffindor had their flying lessons with Slytherin, which meant 
spending even more time with Draco Malfoy and his cronies Crabbe 
and Goyle who had all been sorted into Slytherin. Earlier that day, 
Neville Longbottom had received a Remembrall from his gran, it was 
a small plastic sphere filled with smoke that would turn red if he forgot 
something. Near the beginning of the flying lesson, Neville, true to 
form, had a terrible accident and broke his wrist when his broom went 
out of control. Madam Hooch took him to the hospital wing, leaving 
the rest of the class behind. It seemed Neville’s Remembrall had 
fallen out of his pocket when he fell and Malfoy wasted no time in 
stealing it. Harry challenged him, ordering him to give it back, but 
Malfoy grabbed a broom and took off. Madam Hooch had explicitly 
told them there was to be no flying while she was away, but Harry 
had never been one to let an injustice go unnoticed, he felt it his duty 
to retrieve the Remembrall. Add that to the fact that he hadn't liked 
Draco from the first moment he met him, and Harry didn’t even have 
to think about this next actions. He too grabbed a broom and took off, 
facing Draco head on in mid-air. After arguing a bit more, Draco threw 
the ball high into the air and took off for the ground. Harry watched 
the Remembrall arc through the air and took off after it as it fell, going 
into a spectacular dive and catching it just in time to avoid crashing 
into the ground. He stood up to whoops and cheers from his 
classmates, followed by another sound that made his stomach tighten. 


Minerva had been walking past a window when a movement outside 
drew her attention. It was Harry and the Malfoy boy up on 
broomsticks, much higher than the students were ever allowed to fly 


during the first lesson. Going to the window and looking out, Minerva 
didn’t see Madam Hooch anywhere and the rest of the students were 
on the ground. Immediately, she set off to find out what was going on. 
Reaching the grounds, Minerva watched with her heart in her throat 
as Harry dove after a small spherical object, both headed for the 
ground at an extremely fast rate. She breathed again when he landed 
safely and was torn between banning him from flying ever again and 
drawing him into a hug, then her brain caught up with her emotions 
and she realized something. That was an amazing catch, not many 
trained seekers could have done it and without injuring himself at all. 
It was unorthodox, but Gryffindor hadn’t won the Quidditch Cup in far 
too long, hadn’t had a decent seeker since Charlie Weasley. All of 
this was flashing through her mind as she ran toward the cheering 
mass of first years, so that when she got there she had trouble 
putting together a coherent sentence. 


“HARRY POTTER!” 


Harry turned around slowly, trying to postpone the inevitable. He had 
broken a rule, not to mention doing something foolish and dangerous, 
and his mum had seen him. This was not good. She ignored his 
classmate’s objections and after uttering a few shocked and angry 
sounding half sentences, finally said, “Potter, follow me. Now.” 


It reminded Harry far too much of the time she had found him in the 
forbidden forest and he wondered what his punishment would be this 
time as he followed her back into the castle. He could hardly keep up 
as his mum walked briskly through the corridors before stopping at 
the History of Magic classroom to get Oliver Wood. Now Harry was 
very confused. Minerva led the two boys into an unused classroom 
and introduced them, Harry almost slipped up and said “I know” when 
Minerva told him that Wood was the Quidditch Captain. Then, she 
told Wood she had found a seeker for the team. Harry could hardly 
believe his ears. He knew his mum liked Quidditch and had been very 
upset with Gryffindor’s nearly constant defeat over the past years, but 
was she really going to put him on the team? 


That’s exactly what she did and a few days later Harry was given a 
broom, not just any broom, a Nimbus Two-Thousand — the best 
broom available. His parents had spent a great deal of time making 


sure he understood that being put on the house team had nothing to 
do with his relationship to them, it was his skill as a seeker and the 
fact that Gryffindor desperately needed one that had convinced them 
to bend the rules. (Well, that’s what convinced Minerva, truth be told it 
was the mere fact that she had asked that convinced Albus. She 
never asked for much, but he could never refuse her anything, 
especially when she used her own particular methods of persuasion.) 
Harry was also told in no uncertain terms that if he did not train hard 
and still keep his grades up he would be pulled off the team faster 
than he could say snitch, and he knew they meant it. 


Ron was thrilled that Harry made the house team, but Hermione 
Granger took the opportunity to lecture him about breaking rules and 
being foolish. With each passing day, Harry and Ron were coming to 
like the girl less and less, she showed off in all their lessons and 
acted bossy in the common room. She was really irritating. On 
Halloween, Ron finally got fed up with Hermione’s behavior and said 
some rather rude things that she overheard, with the result that she 
spent the rest of the day crying in the bathroom. In the middle of the 
feast that night, Professor Quirrell burst into the Great Hall and 
announced that there was a troll in the dungeons. Everyone was sent 
back to their common rooms as the professors went to find the troll. 
Harry remembered at the last moment that Hermione might be in 
trouble and, being the noble Gryffindor he was, he talked Ron into 
going to find her. When they got to the corridor where she was, they 
managed to lock the troll into the girl’s lavatory with her and had to 
end up going in and rescuing her. 


Just as Ron managed to knock the troll out with its own club, Minerva 
burst in followed closely by Professors Snape and Quirrell. She 
looked angrier than Harry had ever seen her, but he knew she often 
covered up worry with anger. While Harry was racking his brain for a 
way to explain the situation, Hermione piped up and said she had 
gone after the troll on purpose and Harry and Ron had followed to 
save her. Harry couldn't believe his ears. First of all, he had never 
seen anyone lie to his mum like that, it just wasn’t done, not to 
mention that this was Hermione Granger who acted like she was 
already training to be a Prefect. Somehow, the three of them 
managed to escape with five points given to Gryffindor, but before 


she let him go Minerva looked pointedly at Harry and said, “Professor 
Dumbledore will be notified of this.” 


Harry knew what that meant. His dad might be the more fun loving 
and easy going of his parents, but he could get very serious when 
danger and extreme rule breaking were involved. Even more so than 
seeing his mum look angry, Harry hated when his dad looked 
disappointed, for that was how Albus would react when Harry or any 
other student did something as completely foolish and dangerous as 
he had just done. As the three of them walked back to the Gryffindor 
common room, Harry couldn't help but think that trouble seemed to 
find him much more easily now than it had in the past and he 
wondered how many more times he could cross the line without 
getting expelled. 


The next afternoon, Harry managed to break away from Ron and 
Hermione while they were studying in the library. He thought it might 
be a good idea to talk to his parents after last night, so he told his 
friends he had left something in the common room and took off for the 
Headmaster’s office. When he got to the top of the stone staircase, 
Harry could hear voices inside. It was his parents and they seemed to 
be discussing something important, he decided to wait until they had 
finished before interrupting them. 


“Severus said he just managed to head him off at the third floor 
corridor, but have you seen his leg? Honestly, Albus, is it necessary 
to have that creature in the school?” 


“I’m afraid it is, my dear, especially now that we know that someone 
is after the stone. Did Severus tell you how he knew?” 


“He wouldn't say, but he seems to have taken it upon himself to keep 
an eye on Slatero. | did wonder why they were together when they 
showed up right behind me in the girl’s lavatory last night. | told 
Severus that if there are any further incidents he should come directly 
to you or myself, | only hope he will...you know what he’s like. Have 
you spoken to Nicholas?” 


“Yes, | contacted him through the floo network this morning. He is 
unwilling to destroy the stone at this point. | just cannot seem to 
impress upon him the dangers of keeping it here.” 


“Well, Albus, the Flamels will die if it is destroyed. Surely you can 
understand his reluctance.” 


“I Know, Minerva, | know, | just feel it would be better to destroy it now 
than give anyone a chance to steal it. A substance like that can be 
very dangerous in the wrong hands.” 


“I’m well aware of that, Albus — Harry?!” 


Harry looked up and into the face of his mum, he had been so intent 
on listening to their words that he had not registered the fact that her 
voice had been growing closer to the door. 


“Er, hi, mum, dad. | thought | would come talk to you...l mean, after 
what happened last night.” He knew it sounded lame, but that was 
truly why he had come. 


His dad spoke, “Harry, how much of our conversation did you hear?” 


“Just the very end,” he said meeting his dad’s gaze nervously. It 
wasn't entirely a lie, as he had not overheard the full conversation, 
but it felt wrong all the same. 


“| must ask you not to repeat anything you may have heard.” 


Harry agreed and spent the next hour talking with his dad, mostly 
about the events of the night before. Minerva had to leave for a 
meeting with the prefects, so it was just Harry and Albus. By the time 
Harry left, he felt much better about the troll disaster and thought that 
he had explained everything well enough without contradicting 
Hermione’s story. Although he had been fairly sure the night before 
that his mum hadn't believed her, Harry wasn’t about to say otherwise. 


When Harry got back to the common room, he couldn’t concentrate 
on his Potions homework, he was much too busy thinking about the 
conversation he had overheard. He knew Severus was Professor 


Snape’s first name, so he assumed Slatero must be Professor 
Quirrell, there hadn’t been anyone else in the girl’s room last night. 
Why was Quirrell trying to steal something his parents were 
protecting? His dad had said something about the stone and his mum 
had mentioned the Flamels, Harry felt like he was so close to figuring 
it out and yet so far away. At that moment Ron and Hermione came 
back and not knowing how to explain how he knew what he did, he 
decided not to say anything yet. Even though he knew Hermione 
would be the perfect person to help him figure it out, maybe now that 
they were friends her penchant for reference books would prove to be 
more helpful than annoying. 


That Christmas, Harry was glad to hear that Ron was staying at the 
school because he would have someone to spend the time with, but 
he was also sad because it meant he would have more difficulty 
getting to spend time with his parents over the holidays. On 
Christmas morning he was surprised to wake up to presents on his 
bed, Harry had only been expecting gifts from his parents and 
thought they would give them to him later in private. He opened a box 
of candy from Hermione, a package from Ron’s mum that included a 
hand-knitted sweater, and was thoroughly stumped as to who might 
have given him the last gift. That was, until he read the note attached. 
It wasn’t signed, but Harry recognized his dad’s handwriting. The note 
said simply: “Your father left this in my possession before he died, it 
is time it was returned to you. Use it well.” Harry put on the cloak and 
discovered that it made him invisible. It was amazing, but he 
wondered why he his father had sent it now instead of giving it to him 
in person. After Christmas lunch, Ron went outside to play in the 
snow with Fred and George, but Harry made up an excuse to stay in. 
He had planned to spend the afternoon with his parents, but when he 
entered the sitting room Harry briefly thought of leaving again. 


“Alous Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore!” Poor dad, Harry thought, 
the full name. “Why would you give him that cloak now? He’s just 
going to use it the same way James did, namely to get in trouble!” 


“My dear, it cannot be so bad. Please calm down, Harry will be here 
any moment....ah, it seems he has joined us already.” 


Harry smiled sheepishly and offered a lame “Happy Christmas” when 
Minerva spun around to look at him. 


“Happy Christmas, Harry,” Albus exclaimed cheerfully. “Tell me, do 
you like the cloak?” 


With a last glance at Minerva, Harry answered, “Yeah, it’s great. 
Thanks, dad. But why did you send it to me in the dormitories?” 


“Ah, well you see | thought you might like to show it to your friends 
and that sending it to you this morning anonymously would spare you 
awkward questions.” 


Harry thought for a moment, “You're right. You always think of 
everything, don’t you?” He turned to Minerva, “Mum? Happy 
Christmas.” 


She smiled and opened her arms to him, “Happy Christmas, Harry. 
Come give me a hug and then I’ve got some other presents for you.” 
She shot a glare at Albus over the top of Harry’s head. 


Harry spent the rest of the afternoon until tea time opening presents 
and just visiting with his parents. They played their usual Christmas 
chess game, Harry and Albus teamed up against Minerva, who won 
anyway as always, and drank hot chocolate in front of the fire, all of 
them thinking that some things never change. 


That night, Harry couldn’t sleep so he decided to try out his invisibility 
cloak. Knowing that his parents often stayed up late, even during the 
holidays, he thought he would pay them a surprise visit. He reached 
the entrance to his mum’s sitting room and gave the password, 
slipping in as quietly as possible. A sort of thrashing sound met his 
ears and for a moment Harry thought his parents might be in trouble. 
Moving quickly toward the bedroom door, he realized it was closed 
and further sounds could be heard — it sounded almost like purring 
mixed with muffled groaning. Realization dawned quickly for Harry, 
who had been unfortunate enough many years earlier to discover the 
cause of such sounds, and he very quickly and quietly turned around 
and left. He would visit his parents tomorrow night, much earlier. 
Deciding to just wander around for a while and try out the new cloak, 


Harry began walking in the general direction of the library. Along the 
way he ran into Professors Snape and Quirrell who seemed to be 
having an argument. Harry suddenly remembered the conversation 
he had overheard on the first day of November and decided to find 
out more about the stone his mother had mentioned. 


When Harry saw Filch join the professors, he decided to get out of 
that corridor. Best not to take any chances, he thought. He moved 
away from them and walked through an open doorway into what 
appeared to be an unused classroom. There was a large and 
beautiful mirror on one side of the room and curiosity got the better of 
Harry, prompting him to go look into it. For a moment he just saw 
himself, then he saw his mother and father — his real mother and 
father. Harry had seen a few pictures of Lily and James over the 
years so he knew it was them. As he continued to look, more people 
joined them. Harry was soon surrounded by what appeared to be all 
of his family, the ones he had never known. He was standing there, 
with Lily and James just behind him on the right and all their family 
behind them, when Albus and Minerva walked up and took places 
just behind Harry to the left. His mirror self had everything Harry 
always wanted, he was surrounded by his real family but his mum 
and dad were still part of it. Harry sat there for a while, watching the 
family he had never known and wondering what this meant. The next 
night he took Ron to see the mirror and it showed him as Head Boy 
and Quidditch Captain. Neither boy could determine what the function 
of the mirror was so Harry decided to ask his dad. 


He made another (daytime) visit to his parents that week just to find 
out about the mirror. 


“So,” his dad said, “you have discovered the Mirror of Erised. Yet you 
have not discovered what it does?” 


Harry confessed that he was stumped, so Albus explained. 


“It shows us nothing more or less than the deepest and most 
desperate desires of our hearts. You saw yourself surrounded by 
both the family you have known and loved and the family you have 
never known, while Ron saw himself outshining his five elder brothers. 
Do you understand, Harry?” 


“Yes, | think so.” 


Albus paused for a moment, and then said, “Harry, | will be moving 
the mirror tomorrow and | must ask you not to go looking for it again.” 


Harry promised he wouldn't and then left to find Ron and his brothers. 


Chapter 9 — Rescuing the Philosopher's Stone 


The two conversations he had overheard began to weigh on Harry's 
mind, so one day in January he decided to enlist the help of his 
friends. They were huddled in a corner of the courtyard during 
morning break when Harry told them what he knew. 


"Okay, listen," he said quietly, "| can't tell you how | know some of 
these things, but | need your help. | overheard some of the professors 
talking and the reason we're not allowed down the third floor corridor 
is that there's some sort of creature down there and it's guarding 
something. I'm not sure what it is, but it has to do with Nicholas 
Flamel and it's some kind of stone." 


Hermione was in her element, she immediately started naming off 
books they should look in while Harry racked his brain for anything he 
new about Nicholas Flamel. He had never met him, but had heard his 
dad talk about him. Wait! That was it! Flamel was on his dad's 
chocolate frog card. Harry had memorized the card when he was five, 
he couldn't believe he had forgotten. Nicholas Flamel was an 
alchemist. It took Hermione no time at all to look up alchemy and find 
out that the stone in question was the Philosopher's Stone, which is 
used to make the Elixer of Life. Quirrell was either after money or 
immortality, or both. Harry wasn't sure what he was going to do with 
this information yet, but it made him feel better to understand what 
was going on. 


The spring term passed quickly. Harry won his second Quidditch 
game and largely managed to stay out of trouble. He had also found 
the chance to talk to Hagrid a few times and the grounds keeper 
began asking Harry and his friends to come round for tea at his hut. 
Hagrid seemed to really enjoy working at the school and Harry was 
realizing now more than ever how much it meant for him to have 
contact with the students. Harry was glad he had found a way to 
spend time with Hagrid again, and that his friends seemed to like him 
as well. 


He did manage to get in trouble one more time, however. Harry and 
Ron were both given detentions for fighting with Malfoy and ended up 
going into the forbidden forest with Hagrid one night. Harry found the 


irony of this situation almost unbearable as he was now serving a 
detention by doing exactly the thing which had earned him his first 
ever detention. While they were in the forest, Harry and Malfoy 
separated from Ron and Hagrid and Harry found out from a Centaur 
that Voldemort was hiding somewhere in the forest. It seemed he was 
drinking unicorn blood to stay alive. Everything made sense to Harry 
now, Quirrell was trying to steal the stone for Voldemort. He 
wondered if he should tell anyone. As children will do, Harry ended 
up discussing it with his friends instead of his parents and they 
decided to wait and watch Quirrell before going to another professor. 


On the last day of exams, Harry noticed that his dad wasn't at dinner. 
Thinking that this was odd, he hung around the Great Hall until he 
could follow his mum out. 


"Where's Professor Dumbledore?" he asked her. 


Minerva gave him a searching look and said, "He was called away to 
London on urgent business and won't be back until tomorrow." 


For some reason, Harry didn't like the sound of that. Maybe it was the 
fact that his scar had been burning all day that was making him 
suspicious, he wasn't sure. Whatever the reason, he dragged his 
mum and his friends away from the Great Hall and said, "I think he's 
going to go after the stone tonight." He knew Minerva would know 
who "he" was. 


Minerva looked shocked, "I don't know how you found out about 
the..." she trailed off, remembering the day Harry had overheard her 
talking to Albus. "I am sure the stone is in no danger, it is too well 
protected. You three need to get to your common room." 


Before they walked away, Minerva gave Harry a look that very clearly 
said 'don't even think about doing anything brave and foolish.’ 


Harry went back to the common room and looked at Ron and 
Hermione seriously. "My scar has been burning all day, | think it's a 
warning. And with d...Dumbledore gone, Quirrell probably thinks his 
path to the stone is clear. We have to go stop him." 


Ron and Hermione agreed, so they waited for the common room to 
empty before setting off to save the stone. Unfortunately for him, 
Neville Longbottom was still there. He tried to stop them leaving the 
common room, but Hermione petrified him and they left anyway. 


While Harry and his friends were waiting for the common room to 
empty, Minerva was trying to make sure the stone was safe. She sent 
a message to Albus and tried to track Quirrell from the staff room to 
his office that night. At some point she got distracted by student 
issues, after which she decided to go check the Gryffindor dormitories 
for Harry, Ron, and Hermione. She had a bad feeling the three of 
them were planning something dangerous. When she got to 
Gryffindor Tower, Minerva found Neville lying on the floor petrified. 
She performed the counter-jinx and questioned the boy, having her 
worst fears confirmed. Rushing off to the third-floor corridor, Minerva 
found the trap door open and Harry's invisibility cloak lying in front of 
it. Not having any other course of action, she went after them, hoping 
Albus would return soon. 


Conjuring music to keep the three-headed dog asleep, Minerva 
jumped through the trap door and scrambled away from the devil's 
snare. She reached the door leading to her chess board just in time 
to meet Ron and Hermione coming back out, Ron looking very 
battered. 


"Where's Harry?" she asked frantically. 


"He made me come back and get Ron, he's gone through the fire," 
Hermione said. 


Minerva immediately ran through the door yelling after them to get to 
the hospital wing. As she had transfigured the chess game to begin 
with, Minerva had no trouble getting past it by breaking the 
incantation. She ran past the troll, which was thankfully still knocked 
out, and into the chamber with Snape's potions riddle. There wasn't 
enough potion left for her to get through the fire so she applied a 
flame freezing charm to herself and dashed through the black flames. 
The site that met her eyes almost made her heart stop. Quirrell was 
standing in front of the Mirror of Erised and he had bound Harry with 
ropes. 


"What are you doing here?" he spat, as Minerva rushed to Harry's 
side. 


She was so intent on freeing Harry and getting him out of there that 
she forgot to watch her back. A well placed trip jinx caused Minerva 
to fall, she was knocked out when her head hit the stone floor with a 
sickening thunk. Albus had returned to Hogwarts shortly after Minerva 
reached the third floor, by the time he got there Ron and Hermione 
were just coming out. 


"Harry's gone after him, hasn't he?" he asked quickly. 


Hermione took a gasping breath and said, "Yes and Professor 
McGonagall's just gone after Harry." 


With twice as many reasons to hurry, Albus set off to find his family. 
He quickly and easily made his way through all the enchantments 
and arrived at the final chamber just in time to see Harry black out 
from the effort of holding off Quirrell. Albus watched as Voldemort's 
spirit fled, leaving Quirrell to die, and he quickly conjured two 
stretchers to levitate his unconscious wife and son to the hospital 
wing. Ron and Hermione had been healed and given dreamless 
sleep potions by the time they arrived and Minerva was easily revived, 
but refused to be checked over any further until the nurse had looked 
at Harry. After running several diagnostic spells, Madam Pomfrey 
assured Albus and Minerva that Harry was not suffering any real 
damage, he was just very exhausted. She told them he would 
probably sleep for a day or two and that would be long enough to 
heal his minor injuries. After making certain that his family and 
students were safe and healthy, Albus' first action was to contact 
Nicholas Flamel about the stone. Nicholas finally saw the dangers of 
keeping it when Voldemort was looking for it and he agreed to let 
Albus destroy it. Minerva refused to leave Harry's side, even to sleep, 
and Albus would visit whenever he could. When he finally woke up 
three days later, it was to see both his parents sitting anxiously 
beside his bed. Harry heard Minerva breath a sigh of relief, but his 
first concern was the stone. 


He sat bolt upright in bed and gasped, "The stone! Quirrell was trying 
to steal it for Voldemort! | tried to keep him off it, but I-" 


Albus cut him off gently by raising his hand. "It's alright, Harry. The 
stone has been destroyed." 


They talked for a while, until Harry grew too tired again and fell back 
against his pillows. Albus assured Harry that the Flamels were alright 
with destroying the stone and that he had managed to keep 
Voldemort from regaining his power, at least for a little while. He 
explained to Harry why it was that Quirrell could not bear to touch him, 
that it was because of the protection and love Lily had left in him 
when she died to protect him. Harry was both touched and astounded. 
He also asked about why his scar was burning and told his dad that 
he had sort of sensed the fact that Quirrell would be trying for the 
stone that night. Albus reminded Harry of the connection between 
himself and Voldemort that they had discussed when he was eight 
years old. 


"It seems that your scar has served to alert you to his presence 
recently. There seems to be some kind of lasting connection between 
yourself and Voldemort that has made you sensitive to his 
movements and perhaps his plans, on an unconscious level. You 
should rest now, Harry, we can discuss all of this at another time, 
when you are better prepared to understand." 


Harry nodded and closed his eyes, feeling each of his parents in turn 
kiss his cheek before he drifted off to sleep again. 


He was finally allowed out of the hospital wing just in time for the end- 
of-year feast, much to his relief. Harry entered the already full hall, 
decorated in Slytherin green and silver, and took a seat at the 
Gryffindor table with his friends, catching his mum's eye and smiling 
at her as he sat. His dad arrived moments later and began the feast 
by awarding points to Harry, Ron, Hermione, and Neville for the roles 
they all played in saving the stone. With the additional points, 
Gryffindor took the lead for the House Cup, giving them all an extra 
reason to celebrate that night. 


The next day, Harry rode the train back to King's Cross with his 
friends and when they crossed the barrier from Platform 9 and 3/4, 
there was a woman with short blond hair and blue eyes waiting for 
him. He said good-bye to his friends and followed the woman out to 
the street. They took a taxi to the Leaky Cauldron and flooed back to 
Hogwarts. Landing in the sitting room, the blond woman, with a brisk 
tap of her wand, turned back into his mum who hugged him tightly. 


"So, how was your first year at school, Harry?" Mum asked seriously. 


Harry played along. "It was great, | love my school and | made some 
good friends." 


Minerva fixed him with her serious professor look, "Did you get into 
much trouble?" 


"Well..." Harry hedged. 
His mum winked at him and asked about his teachers. 


"Most of them are okay," he said seriously. "The Headmaster's a little 
bit crazy and my Transfiguration teacher is really strict." Minerva 
glared at him so he hurried to add, "but everybody really likes her 
anyway, she's actually very nice." 


That made Minerva laugh and she teased him, "Tell me about this 
crazy Headmaster then. Maybe | don't want you going to a school 
with a man like that in charge." 


"Ahem, | heard that," Albus said walking into the room pretending to 
look offended, but the twinkle in his blue eyes gave him away. 


All three of them laughed and sat down together to spend their first 
evening as a real family in many months. Minerva and Albus were so 
happy to spend the summer with Harry their son instead of Harry their 
student, and they were especially glad to have him all to themselves 
after the recent close call. 


Athenakitty - Sorry if you're a Snape fan, but he's not a key figure in 
this version...Harry probably won't be talking to him. 


Chapter 10 — Support 


The summer passed too quickly for Harry. He spent most of his time 
practicing Quidditch or doing his homework, with some prompting 
from Minerva. One morning late in August he came bursting into his 
parents’ bedroom waving Ron’s latest letter in his hand. 


“Mum! Dad! Ron’s invited me to stay! Can | —“Harry stopped dead in 
his tracks and his question died on his lips when he took in his 
parents’ faces. 


His mum appeared to have been crying and that in and of itself was 
enough to worry Harry. His mum didn’t cry, she just didn’t. 


It was Albus who spoke first. “I’m sorry, Harry, you'll have to write Mr. 
Weasley and tell him you are unable to stay. Come here, Harry, we 
need to tell you something,” he added gently. 


Harry crossed to the bed and sat down gingerly beside Minerva. 
“Mum, are you okay?” 


She tried to give him a reassuring smile, but it wasn’t very convincing. 
“I’m fine, Harry. Here, read this,” she handed him the letter that had 
come for her that morning. The letter saying her mother had died. 


Harry read the letter quickly and then said, “I’m so sorry, mum.” 


Minerva hugged him and Harry couldn't stop the tears that had been 
threatening to fall since reading the letter. His grandmum had always 
been so nice to him and even though he had only seen her once a 
year, he was going to miss her. Harry just sat there and let his mum 
hold him while he cried for a few minutes, when he pulled back to 
wipe his eyes he was slightly surprised to see Minerva had turned 
back into her usual brisk, matter-of-fact self. 


“The funeral is in three days so we'll need to leave tonight and we 
probably won't get back until September first.” She looked at Harry, 
“write to Ron and thank him for the offer, but say you’ve had a family 
emergency and will probably be arriving at school late. | don’t think 


we'll be finished in time to get you to London and put you on the train. 
Your robes still fit so we don’t need to worry about that, lIl send to 
Flourish and Blotts for your books and will pick up your Potions 
supplies at the apothecary in Hogsmeade when we get back.” 
Minerva thought for a moment, “You don’t really have any robes for a 
funeral so we'll have to go to Gladrags this morning.” 


Albus placed a hand on her shoulder and said, “Let me take him, my 
dear. Surely you don't feel like shopping.” 


“No, Albus, it’s alright. Really. Besides you have all those ministry 
owls to send before we leave. lIl just send an owl to my sister saying 
to expect us by dinner time and then we'll go.” Considering the matter 
closed, Minerva rose from the bed and went to write her letter. 


Harry exchanged a worried look with his dad and mumbled 
something about writing to Ron before leaving the room. 


The next few days went by in a blur of cousins, aunts, uncles, and 
other family members Harry didn’t even know he had. For two nights 
before the funeral there was a sort of extended viewing turned semi- 
wake, a McGonagall tradition Harry was told. He spent most of his 
time sitting with his parents and meeting new people, exchanging 
condolences. When it was Harry’s turn to say good-bye to his 
grandmother he clung to Minerva’s hand, feeling much younger than 
his twelve years, but feeling his dad place a steadying hand on his 
shoulder had a profound calming effect on Harry. 


Harry also spent a lot of time observing his parents and he thought he 
had a good idea of what things must have been like when he was in 
the hospital a few weeks ago. He had always enjoyed watching his 
parents together, the way they communicated without words and 
moved instinctively closer to each other at times, now he was seeing 
even more of the way they relied on and supported each other. “Like 
two halves of a whole” would have been the best way to describe it 
had Harry been a little older or a little more philosophical. 


Minerva was going to miss her mother. When her father had died 
Minerva was the only child still at home, her older brothers and 
sisters having all started (and in some cases finished) at Hogwarts 


already. The two women grew very close over the next several 
months as they worked out their finances and began to run the 
household in a way that catered only to their own tastes, which were 
very similar. They created their own little mother-daughter universe 
and even when Minerva left home they had remained close — friends 
as well as parent and child. She didn’t know what she would have 
done without Albus’ support this week. He never left her side, holding 
her hand or, if that was not possible, placing his hand comfortingly 
against the small of her back. Minerva decided she would have to find 
a way to let him know just how much he meant to her when they 
returned home. She watched Harry too, her baby was now a twelve 
year old boy and he was so much stronger than anyone would expect 
him to be. She watched as he watched her and tried to take care of 
her, making her feel overwhelmed with love but also sad that he was 
so grown up. On the evening of the actual funeral, Harry walked over 
and sat on her lap, something he had not done for at least four years, 
and Minerva found a new reason for the tears in her eyes. He’s still a 
little boy who needs his mum, she thought as she silently vowed to 
always be there for him. 


Albus watched Harry sit down in Minerva’s lap and he smiled to 
himself, he knew that would make her happy. He wished they could 
be a family like this more often, instead of hiding behind proprieties. 
Before he let his thoughts get too maudlin, Albus turned his attention 
back to his wife who had leaned up against him with their son leaning 
back against her. He wrapped his arms around them both and kissed 
Minerva’s temple gently, just enjoying being a husband and father for 
now. 


They arrived back at Hogwarts just in time for the welcoming feast on 
the first of September. Harry entered the Great Hall moments before 
Minerva brought the first years in and hurried to his seat at the 
Gryffindor table. 


“Hi,” he greeted Ron and Hermione. 


“Hi, Harry,” Hermione said. “Ron told us why you weren't on the 
train, is everything okay?” 


“Yeah, I’ve just got back from my grandmum’s funeral. There wasn’t 
time to get the train.” 


“So how’d you get here,” Ron asked. 


“Flooed to McGonagall’s office.” It wasn’t a total lie, they had flooed 
back, just not to his mum’s office. “Thanks again for asking me to stay, 
Ron, sorry | couldn’t make it.” 


“That's okay, mate, maybe next summer. Oh man, you missed it! 
When we were at Flourish and Blotts getting our books dad got into a 
fight with Malfoy’s dad, it was incredible.” 


“What,” Harry exclaimed. “What happened?” 


“Malfoy came in and he picked up Ginny’s books and then insulted 
our family so dad just sort of attacked him. Wish you could have seen 
it.” 


Hermione snorted, “It was not incredible, Ron. He caused such a 
scene. And in front of Professor Lockhart too, what must he have 
thought.” 


Ron rolled his eyes and Harry said, “Lockhart? You mean the one 
who wrote the entire booklist, he’s a professor?” 


Ron rolled his eyes again, “Yeah, he was at the bookstore that day 
giving autographs and he made this big announcement about being 
the new Defense Against the Dark Arts Professor. | don’t like him, he 
looks prissy to me.” 


“Oh stop it, Ron,” Hermione said, exasperated. “If you read his 
books you'll see how wonderful he is. Really, some of the things he’s 
done...it’s incredible.” 


“You only like him because he’s good looking,” Ron pointed out. 


“| do not, | respect him for his work.” 


Ron gave Harry a look that plainly said “girls!” and Harry just smiled 
back. Hermione shushed them then because the sorting hat had just 
finished it’s song and Minerva was glaring down all the talking 
students. The three friends watched quietly, clapping politely for all 
the new Gryffindors until Minerva called out “Ginny Weasley.” Ron’s 
younger sister was sorted into Gryffindor and they cheered loudly, 
welcoming her to the table. Harry noticed that Ginny wouldn’t look at 
him directly, but kept stealing tiny glances out of the corner of her eye. 


“Think she’s got a bit of a crush on you,” Ron whispered, “wouldn't 
stop talking about you all summer.” 


After the feast Minerva made her usual check on Gryffindor Tower 
before heading back to her rooms. The moment she gave the 
password and stepped inside the sitting room she was greeted with 
the wonderful aroma of lavender. Walking toward the only source of 
light, which appeared to be coming from the bathroom, she soon felt 
a pair of warm strong hands begin to massage her shoulders. After a 
few moments, Albus began to place tender kisses on her neck, 
causing Minerva to sigh with pleasure. He helped her out of her robes 
and into the tub, where the shoulder massage continued for a while 
before Albus’ hands started to wander further down her body. By the 
time they left the tub Minerva was completely relaxed, but unwilling to 
let her husband’s attentions go unnoticed and unrewarded. Moving to 
the bed she motioned for him to lie down on his stomach and then 
straddled his hips and began a massage of her own, eventually 
letting her mouth follow the path of her hands across his back and 
shoulders. Much later that night, they finally settled down in each 
other’s arms to sleep, both extremely relaxed and fulfilled. 


Chapter 11 — Enemies of the Heir Beware 


The first day of classes started out innocently enough for Harry. The 
second year Gryffindors had double Herbology with the Hufflepuffs 
first, they spent the morning repotting Mandrakes, which resembled 
tiny, dirty, very ugly babies. According to Hermione’s always correct, 
straight-out-of-the-textbook answers at the beginning of class, 
Mandrakes were used to make a powerful restorative draught and 
their cry was fatal. It was very tiring and dirty work, but not 
unsatisfying. Harry, Ron, and Hermione worked with a boy from 
Hufflepuff named Justin Finch-Fletchly who they had never met 
before. Justin spent the few minutes before Professor Sprout 
instructed them to don their earmuffs telling them about how he 
almost went to Eton. Harry thought he was nice, if a bit chatty. After 
Herbology they went to Transfiguration where, thanks to his mum’s 
summer homework help, Harry had fewer problems transfiguring his 
beetle into a button than most of his classmates. Although he still 
didn’t manage it quite as quickly as Hermione. 


It wasn’t until after lunch that the day took a turn for the worse. Harry 
was chatting about Quidditch with Ron in the courtyard when a 
mousy little boy ran up, brandishing a camera. 


“Hi, Harry,” he exclaimed. “I’m Colin Creevey and I’m in Gryffindor 
too. Everyone’s told me all about you, its amazing the way you 
stopped You-Know-Who. My dad’s a milkman, he doesn’t know 
anything about Hogwarts, so I’m sending him lots of pictures. Do you 
think | could take one of you, and maybe could you sign it?” He 
looked at Harry hopefully. 


Harry didn’t know what to say. He really wanted to tell this boy to 
shove off, but couldn’t be rude. Looking to Ron for help, Harry was 
disappointed — all of Ron’s energy was being spent suppressing his 
laughter. To make matters worse, Draco Malfoy had overheard 
everything and he wasted no time in beginning his mockery of Harry, 
who wished the ground would open up and swallow him. Thankfully, 
the bell rang moments later and Harry rushed inside to the Defense 
Against the Dark Arts classroom where he took a seat in the very 
back next to Ron. He agreed immediately with Ron’s assessment of 
Professor Lockhart, he seemed very prissy and far too interested in 


himself. Lockhart closed his introduction to the class with what must 
have been his greatest achievement, five time winner of Witch 
Weekly’s Most Charming Smile Award, and then gave them a quiz on 
his books. It contained fifty-four questions about himself, Harry and 
Ron exchanged a look. Was this guy for real? All the girls, however, 
seemed to be quite impressed by the handsome new teacher. Harry 
spent most of the class pondering the way Lockhart seemed to be 
continually building himself up as a celebrity and wondering why his 
parents had hired him. It became obvious that the man, who was the 
author of several volumes on the topic, knew nothing about defense 
against dark creatures when he released a cage full of Cornish Pixies 
into the classroom and had absolutely no success in controlling them. 


The week only got worse when Oliver Wood woke Harry up at the 
crack of dawn on Saturday for Quidditch practice. Yawning and 
complaining, the team sat through Wood’s endless talk about his new 
training strategy, complete with diagrams. When they finally got out 
onto the pitch, the practice was cut short by the arrival of the Slytherin 
team. Wood confronted Flint, the Slytherin captain, who had a note 
from Professor Snape giving them permission to use the field in order 
to train their new seeker. 


“New seeker?” Wood asked. 


Smirking, Draco Malfoy stepped out from behind his teammates, all of 
whom were holding brand new Nimbus Two-Thousand and Ones. It 
seemed Draco’s father had bought him a spot on the team, which 
was exactly what Hermione accused him of doing when she and Ron 
joined the group on the field. Harry’s friends had come down to meet 
him and they wasted no time in finding out what their least favorite 
person was doing there. 


“No one asked your opinion, you filthy little Mud-blood,” Malfoy spat. 


Everybody went wild. Fred and George tried to jump Malfoy, but were 
blocked by Flint and Alicia Spinnet shrieked “How dare you!” Harry 
had been right behind Fred and George, but he bumped into Ron, 
which was lucky because Ron had tried to hex Malfoy. The spell was 
knocked off course, landing in the stands. Harry could only imagine 


what Draco’s father would do to Ron if he had succeeded in jinxing 
his son. 


The Gryffindor team dispersed after that so Harry, Ron, and 
Hermione decided to go visit Hagrid. They told him the story of what 
had just taken place and Ron explained to Hermione exactly what 
“Mud-blood” meant. It was disgusting. Harry had known the word 
before, but had never actually heard it used in conversation, he 
couldn't believe that even Malfoy had said it. Hermione was justifiably 
upset, but Ron and Hagrid offered words of encouragement and 
when they left to go to lunch she seemed to be in a better mood. 
Seeing Hagrid’s giant pumpkins had helped to distract her, he 
sheepishly admitted to using an engorgement charm in order to get 
them to grow very large, said he wanted to do something special for 
the Halloween feast. 


Wood kept up with his new fanatical training schedule, he just knew 
this was Gryffindors year to win the cup. Harry missed his mum’s 
birthday because of practice, but he was sure to leave her a gift anda 
note of apology. Even when it started to rain heavily in October, 
Wood kept them on the field practicing, whether or not they could see 
the balls. One night after practice, Harry was cornered by Filch for 
dragging mud into the castle. Nearly Headless Nick saved him from 
punishment by talking Peeves into dropping a vanishing cabinet in 
the room above Filch’s office. As a way of saying thanks, Harry 
agreed to attend Sir Nicholas’ five-hundredth deathday party on 
Halloween. He was sorry he had, and that he had talked Ron and 
Hermione into attending when all they managed to do at the event 
was make a ghost cry, no thanks to Peeves. They didn’t even 
succeed in trying to make Nick look good in front of the Headless 
Hunt. There was also no food at the party and they had missed the 
feast in order to attend. Deciding to sneak out and try to at least have 
some dessert in the Great Hall, the only three living attendees of the 
party left quietly. On their way up the stairs to join the feast, Harry 
stopped and shushed his friends. 


“Do you hear that?” he asked. 


Ron and Hermione looked at each other blankly. “Hear what?” Ron 
asked. 


Harry motioned for them to be quiet and followed the sound of the 
voice, running up the stairs toward the second floor. The voice was 
giving Harry chills and he didn’t have time to think about the fact that 
his friend couldn’t hear it. It was a cold and murderous sounding 
voice and what little of its words Harry could understand he didn’t like. 
“Let me rip, kill...so hungry, for so long...| smell blood.” 


When Harry finally stopped running in the last corridor of the second 
floor, still not having found the source of the voice, Ron panted out 
“Harry, what was that all about? | couldn’t hear anything.” 


Before Harry could answer, Hermione pointed to the wall and said, 
“Look!” 


Moving slowly down the corridor, they were finally able to read the 
foot high words that had been written there in what appeared to be 
blood. THE CHAMBER OF SECRETS HAS BEEN OPENED. 
ENEMIES OF THE HEIR, BEWARE. Sliding through the large puddle 
of water on the floor to get closer, they realized that Filch’s cat Mrs. 
Norris was hanging stiffly by her tail from a torch bracket. Before they 
could move away, the distant sound of hundreds of people leaving 
the Great Hall met their ears and the corridor was soon filled with 
people. Harry, Ron, and Hermione found themselves standing in the 
center of a confused mob thinking that they probably looked very 


guilty. 


“Enemies of the heir, beware,” Malfoy shouted. “You'll be next, mud- 
bloods.” 


Just then, Filch arrived and immediately began blaming Harry for 
killing his cat. He was in the process of threatening to kill Harry when 
Albus and Minerva showed up, along with several other professors. 


“Argus!” Albus interrupted firmly. 
He took Mrs. Norris off the torch bracket and asked Filch, Harry, Ron, 


and Hermione to follow him. Lockhart offered his office and followed 
after them, as did Minerva and Snape. Albus placed the cat on 


Lockhart’s desk and bent over her. Minerva also leaned over the desk 
to look at Mrs. Norris, her face almost touching Albus’ as they 
examined the cat. Lockhart prattled on in the background about 
knowing the counter curse to save her while Filch cried and Harry felt 
uncomfortable. 


Eventually, Albus spoke. He told Filch that his cat had not been killed 
but petrified, confusing everyone. Even when he had been reassured 
that the Mandrakes would help revive Mrs. Norris, Filch insisted Harry 
be punished. Snape spoke up to point out the fact that Harry and his 
friends had missed the feast. Ron and Hermione explained about the 
deathday party and Harry tried to silently communicate to his dad that 
there was more to the story, but that he didn’t want to tell it now in 
front of so many people. Albus instructed Filch to take Mrs. Norris to 
the hospital wing, where she could wait to be revived, and dismissed 
the three students. As everyone turned to leave, Albus shared a look 
with Minerva who had watched the silent communication between her 
husband and son earlier. 


“Mr. Potter,” she called. “I need to speak to you about the 
assignment you turned in yesterday, could you come with me 
please?” She looked at Ron and Hermione, “You should go back to 
your dormitories.” 


Harry gratefully followed his mum back to her office, Knowing his dad 
would join them in a minute and he could tell them about the voice. 
He only hoped they didn’t think he was mad. As Harry had predicted, 
Albus arrived in Minerva’s office only moments after he had taken a 
seat in front of her desk. 


Albus conjured a chair next to Minerva and addressed Harry, “You 
had something you wished to tell us? About what happened tonight?” 


Harry nodded and took a deep breath, not quite sure how to start. 
“We did go to the deathday party. | ran into Nick one day and he 
looked very sad so | agreed to go as a favor, but there was no real 
food and it was cold so we decided to leave and try to catch the end 
of the feast. But when we got to the Entrance Hall, and | know this is 
going to sound odd...” Here, Harry paused, but his parents gave him 
encouraging looks so he hurried and told them the end, “I heard a 


voice. Ron and Hermione couldn't hear it, but | did. It sounded almost 
as if it was coming from behind the walls and it was moving up, we 
ran after the voice up to the second floor but couldn’t find anyone. 
Then we saw the message on the wall and Mrs. Norris hanging there. 
| still don’t Know what the voice was, though.” 


He waited nervously through several minutes of silence before his 
dad finally asked, “What did the voice say, Harry?” 


This was the part Harry knew would sound truly odd, it was also the 
part that made the voice the most frightening to him. Studying a stack 
of parchment on his mum’s desk, Harry said slowly, “It sounded like it 
was asking to kill something. Rip, tear, kill, | smell blood, it said.” 


He couldn't bring himself to look up at them, didn’t want to see the 
concerned look he knew they would be sharing. Finally, after what felt 
like an eternity to Harry, but was really only a few moments, his dad 
thanked him and said they should all try to get some sleep. They 
walked together to the door, where Harry paused for a moment, still 
not looking at his parents. Minerva squeezed his shoulder and he 
finally looked up at her with what he hoped was a reassuring smile 
before leaving his parents behind and heading toward the dormitories. 


Albus and Minerva walked silently back to her rooms and prepared 
for bed. Minerva was seated on the edge of the bed brushing her hair 
when Albus stepped out of the bathroom. He moved to sit next to her 
and putting down her brush she turned to face him. 


“I don’t know what it means,” he said in response to her unasked 
question. “But it is troublesome.” 


Minerva nodded and leaned against his shoulder, “You think the 
voice and the petrification are related?” 


Threading his fingers through her long dark hair, Albus sighed, “l 
don’t know, but they seem to be.” 


No more words were spoken as they sat there lost in thought for a 
very long time before Albus realized that Minerva had fallen asleep. 
Gently picking her up he turned the sheets down with a wave of his 


hand and placed her softly on the bed before sliding in next to her 
and gathering her tightly to him. He stroked her hair and back for a 
while longer before her calm even breathing lulled him to sleep as 
well. 


Chapter 12 — Closing the Chamber of Secrets 


For the next week, the school was in a state of chaos, everyone 
seemed very interested in the legend of something called the 
Chamber of Secrets. Hermione talked Professor Binns into explaining 
the legend one day in History of Magic, but the ghost was adamant 
that no such chamber existed. According to Binns, when the school 
was founded Salazar Slytherin built a hidden chamber that only he 
knew about. When he left the school, after a disagreement with the 
other founders over who should be allowed to study at Hogwarts, 
Slytherin sealed the chamber so that only his own true heir could 
open it. The chamber was rumored to be the home of a monster that 
only the heir of Slytherin could control. Nobody liked the sound of this, 
and most of the students readily believed that such a chamber did 
exist. If no one had found it, it would be because they were not a 
direct descendant of Slytherin they all thought, but Binns would hear 
none of their arguments and quickly resumed his usual boring lecture 
on the International Warlock Convention of 1289. 


Harry spent much of that week thinking about the voice and found 
himself returning to the scene with Ron and Hermione one evening. 
The message was still on the wall, Filch hadn't been able to clean it 
off, and they set about inspecting the area for anything else unusual. 
Then Harry remembered there had been water on the floor the night 
of Halloween, Hermione suggested that maybe it came from the girl's 
bathroom just behind them. At first, Ron refused to go in the 
bathroom, but Hermione explained that it was the bathroom where 
Moaning Myrtle lived and no one ever used it. Having met Moaning 
Myrtle, and caused her to cry, at Nearly Headless Nick's deathday 
party, Harry and Ron had a pretty good idea of why nobody would 
want to use that particular restroom. So, they followed Hermione in 
and listened while she asked Myrtle about Halloween night. Myrtle 
had no information that helped them, and somehow Ron made her 
cry again, so they left after she threw herself back down into the U- 
bend of her toilet. 


In the common room that night, Ron decided that it was Malfoy 
behind the attack, considering his opinion of Mud-bloods. Harry 
wasn't totally convinced and when Hermione suggested they brew a 
very difficult and dangerous potion out of a book from the Restricted 


Section of the library, alarm bells went off in his head and he tried to 
think of a way to dissuade them. Hermione, however, seemed very 
keen to brew the potion, Harry only hoped he could find another way 
to determine if it was Malfoy or not before she could succeed. He had 
no desire to have his parents find out he'd used a potion to turn into a 
Slytherin. Of course, his parents. They would know something about 
all this. 


The next day he hung back after Transfiguration, Ron and Hermione 
were starting to wonder why he seemed to spend so much time with 
Professor McGonagall but they never asked. Harry waited for his 
class to leave and approached his mum's desk. 


She looked up at him as the door closed behind the last student, "Are 
you okay, Harry, you didn't hear that voice again did you?" 


"No," he said, "it's nothing like that. | just wanted to ask you... 
Professor Binns told us about the Chamber of Secrets earlier in the 
week and well, do you think it exists?" 


Minerva straightened a stack of homework and put it in a drawer 
before answering him, "This information is not to leave this room, do 
you understand? Yes, Harry, | do believe the Chamber of Secrets 
exists, but | do not know if it truly has been opened again." 


"Again?" Harry asked, astounded. 


Berating herself for her slip of the tongue, Minerva continued, "Yes, it 
was opened once before. Just after | left school, so | don't know 
much about it. Your father does, however. | cannot tell you anything 
more about it. Was that all you wanted to know?" 


"Not exactly," Harry paused before telling her the next bit. He knew 
how it would sound, he was after all about to accuse Malfoy of 
something terribly dark, "It's just that, well, Ron and Hermione think 
maybe Malfoy's the one who opened the chamber. | mean, you know 
how he feels about people from non-magical families. And if it's been 
opened before...was it someone else in his family?" 


Minerva gave him her sternest look and said, "No, Harry, | do not 
believe that Mr. Malfoy is the one who opened the chamber. His 
family has a long history of being in Slytherin, but as far as | know are 
not directly descended from Salazar Slytherin. It was not a Malfoy 
who opened the chamber the first time." She paused and looked at 
him closely, "You are not to go about investigating this, do you 
understand me? Just stay out of it." 


"Yes, ma'am," Harry said. "Thanks." 


Then he left, still wondering about the Chamber of Secrets and who 
could have opened it. He could tell his mum was worried and that 
worried him. When he got back to the common room, Harry explained 
that he had talked to McGonagall about the chamber and told them 
that she was certain it was not Malfoy. Ron wasn't completely 
convinced. 


"How can she be sure?" he asked. 


Harry was offended that his best friend would doubt his mum, but he 
tried to keep calm as he explained. "Look, I'm not sure how she's so 
sure, but if m...McGonagall says it's not Malfoy then it's not, alright." 


His friends accepted this and decided to give up on the Polyjuice 
Potion, at least for now. Harry internally breathed a sigh of relief. He 
had gotten into enough trouble last year to last him a while and had 
no desire to go about sneaking forbidden books out of the library and 
illegally brewing a potion they would have to steal ingredients for. 


That Saturday, Harry tried to put the issue of the chamber and Mrs. 
Norris out of his mind and focus on the Quidditch game. This was 
accomplished very easily as he soon realized he was being chased 
by a rogue bludger. He was forced to dip and turn and swerve his 
broom like a maniac in order to avoid it, wondering how on earth he 
would ever catch the snitch this way. 


Minerva couldn't even pay attention to Lee Jordan's commentary 
enough to correct him when she realized what was happening to 
Harry. Not caring if anyone saw them, she gripped Albus' hand tightly 
as they watched him swerve around the pitch with a bludger chasing 


after him. There were many close calls before he finally caught the 
snitch and fell to the ground. Just before he caught it, Minerva and 
Albus watched in horror as the bludger smashed into Harry's arm and 
shattered it. Before they could exit the top box, they saw Gilderoy 
Lockhart rush out to Harry's side. 


"Oh no, not him," Minerva moaned before taking off running toward 
Harry. 


By the time she got there, Lockhart had already attempted to fix 
Harry's arm and had managed to remove all the bones rather than 
mending them. With a quick disapproving look in Lockhart's direction, 
Minerva managed to say calmly, "Come along, Potter, hospital wing." 


Hermione and Ron followed them and after explaining to Madam 
Pomfrey what happened and sharing an exasperated look with her, 
Minerva left the hospital wing and went to find Albus. Later that night, 
after they were fairly certain the nurse would be sleeping, Albus and 
Minerva made their way to the hospital to visit Harry. Along the way, 
Minerva almost tripped over something lying on the stairs. Lighting 
her wand, she let out a gasp when she realized it was first year 
Gryffindor Colin Creevey. Albus bent down to examine the boy and 
declared that he had been petrified and from the looks of things, very 
recently. Looking around, they could see no sign of who or what 
might have done it, but thought they heard a distant noise. It was then 
that Minerva noticed the grapes lying next to Colin on the stairs. 


"He must have been going to see Harry, Albus, look." When he 
looked confused she said, "The grapes. Don't you remember Harry 
complaining about the little boy who was constantly trying to take his 
picture?" 


Albus said that he did and they carried the boy to the hospital wing, 
where Minerva hurried to wake Madam Pomfrey. Harry had also been 
awakened when he heard his parents enter the hospital wing. He 
watched covertly as Albus pulled the camera out of Colin's hands and 
opened it to a jet of steam and the horrible smell of burnt plastic. He 
listened in horror as his dad told his mum and Madam Pomfrey that 
he believed the Chamber of Secrets had been opened again and with 


confusion when Albus continued on to say that the question was not 
who had opened the chamber but rather how they had done it. 


Madam Pomfrey went back to her room and Albus and Minerva 
slipped quietly over to Harry's bedside. He opened his eyes slowly 
and greeted them. 


"How are you feeling,” Minerva whispered. 
"Fine," he said quietly. "Will | be able to leave here in the morning?" 


"Probably," Albus answered, "regrowing bones usually only lasts 
overnight. | imagine your arm will be quite stiff in the morning, 
however." 


Harry nodded, it already felt as though his arm was full of splinters. It 
was quite painful, but he didn't want to worry his mum anymore so he 
didn't say anything about it. Minerva brushed his hair back from his 
face and kissed his cheek, and Albus clapped a hand to Harry's 
shoulder briefly before they left him and he fell back to sleep. 


Sometime in mid-December Justin Finch-Fletchly and Nearly 
Headless Nick were discovered petrified and the fear among the 
students and staff turned to almost panic. Harry never heard the 
voice again, but he couldn't help thinking that it must have something 
to do with what was going on. He didn't know how he knew, it was 
just a feeling. Every time Harry saw his parents for the rest of the 
term they looked tired and hassled, so that he could tell they were 
worried too. If only he could find out where the voice was coming 
from and whose voice it was. 


Nothing out of the ordinary happened over the Christmas holidays, 
Harry managed to spend the afternoon with his parents again and he 
somehow refrained from asking them about the chamber even though 
he was bursting with questions. He knew they would never give him 
any real information, even before he started at Hogwarts they had 
been careful never to discuss school matters in front of him. 
Thankfully, there were no more attacks for the next two months and 
people started to relax. Some people began to believe that the 
chamber had been closed, but Harry wasn't convinced. He found new 


cause to worry one night in February when he and Ron were walking 
past the corridor where Mrs. Norris had been found and saw that the 
floor was covered in water. Wondering if it had anything to do with the 
water that covered the floor the night of the first attack, the boys 
snuck into the girl's bathroom where Moaning Myrtle lived. The entire 
room was covered in water and Harry spotted a small book floating 
under the sink, the only thing written in it was the name "T.M. Riddle." 


Harry and Hermione tried everything they could think of to make 
writing appear in the diary, but to no avail. Ron thought they were 
wasting their time, but somehow Harry just knew that there was 
something about the diary he needed to find out. It wasn't until a very 
embarrassing incident on Valentine's Day involving being tackled to 
the floor by a singing dwarf that Harry realized how to work the diary. 
When he had been tackled by the dwarf, a bottle of ink had spilled 
over everything in his bag, but there was no ink on the diary. That 
night, Harry took the diary and went to bed early with a bottle of ink. 
He dropped a blot of ink on the page and watched as it was absorbed 
by the diary, then he wrote his name. That was also absorbed and 
after a moment, a return message appeared on the page. "Hello, 
Harry Potter. My name is Tom Riddle." Harry went on to converse 
with the diary about the Chamber of Secrets and he was shown a 
memory from June of fifty years before. The memory in the diary 
showed Tom Riddle uncovering Hagrid as the one who had opened 
the chamber and as a result killed someone. Harry's dad also 
appeared briefly in the memory and that gave him his next idea. 


After classes the next day, Harry took the diary to his dad's office. He 
was not surprised to find his mum there as well. Harry walked around 
to stand beside his dad, took the diary out of his bag and explained 
how he had learned how to use it, then just to prove his point he 
opened it and wrote a sentence. Minerva leaned over the back of 
Albus' chair so she could watch as well and she gasped almost 
inaudibly when the diary wrote back to Harry, Albus looked more 
serious than Harry had ever seen him. 


"Whoever it is writing back says his name is Tom Riddle,” Harry told 
them. "And he showed me the night Hagrid got expelled. Hagrid didn't 
open the chamber, did he?" 


"Where did you find this, Harry?" Albus asked, ignoring his question. 


Harry didn't really want to say that he had been in the girl's bathroom, 
but he had to be honest so he told them about the flood of water and 
how he and Ron had gone in to see what happened and they found 
the book. 


Ignoring the fact that he had been in a girl's bathroom and that he 
really shouldn't have been anywhere near the scene of the first 
petrification, Albus continued. "I'm very glad that you did find it, Harry, 
and that you brought it to me. Did the diary tell you anything else? 
What do you know about Tom Riddle?" 


Harry shrugged, "All he told me was about the night Hagrid got 
expelled, like | said. | don't know anything about Tom Riddle, 
although the name sounds oddly familiar...but | don't know why. You 
know who it is though, don't you dad, | mean you were in the memory 
he showed me." 


"Yes, Harry, | do know who Tom Riddle is and | think it's time you do 
as well." Albus paused for a moment as if collecting his thoughts and 
Harry watched Minerva sink shakily into a chair, he had a very bad 
feeling about whatever his dad was about to tell him. 


Finally, Albus spoke again, "Tom Riddle is Voldemort, he was a 
student here at Hogwarts fifty years ago...the first time the chamber 
was opened. | never believed his story when he turned Hagrid in, it 
seemed too easy to me. We were about to have to close the school 
and Tom would have been sent back to a Muggle orphanage he did 
not wish to return to, that same night he turned up with Hagrid as the 
culprit. It all seemed too convenient. Once Tom left the school, he 
traveled far and wide, sank deeply into the dark arts, so that when he 
returned as Lord Voldemort he was barely recognizable. | found out 
sometime during all of this that Tom Riddle was and is the only living 
descendent of Salazar Slytherin, therefore he is the only person who 
would have been capable of opening the Chamber of Secrets. When 
the attacks began this year, | could not understand how he was 
managing to control the monster within the chamber this time. This 
diary explains it...l wonder who left it in the bathroom..." 


When he trailed off in thought, Harry quickly chimed in, "Moaning 
Myrtle says someone tried to flush it down her toilet so maybe 
whoever it was got tired of doing what Tom wanted." He was struck 
by a sudden thought, "Hey! Is Myrtle the one who died the first time 
the chamber was opened?" 


Albus just nodded, he was still examining the diary, trying to think of a 
way to get more information out of it. He knew that Tom would never 
talk to him, nor would he willingly give Harry any information about 
accessing the chamber. 


Harry was also thinking, about the voice, the water on the floor, the 
diary, and Myrtle's bathroom. Slowly, he said, "What if the entrance to 
the chamber is in Myrtle's bathroom?" 


"| don't know, Harry, but that may be worth looking into," Albus said 
thoughtfully. "For now, | think it is best that we stop these attacks by 
destroying the diary." 


Harry noticed that his mum was sitting very still and decided she was 
either still shocked or lost in very deep thought, he couldn't tell which, 
but he crossed to her side and laid a hand on her shoulder to draw 
her attention. Without looking up, Minerva placed her hand on top of 
Harry's and squeezed lightly. Then, the two of them watched as 
Albus finished examining the diary, crossed to the fireplace and threw 
the book into the flames. 


He turned back to them, "I think that has solved our problem. | still 
wish we knew who was using the diary, but | fear we never will. Harry, 
| can't thank you enough for bringing this to me, that was a very wise 
thing to do. | believe fifty points to Gryffindor and an award for special 
services to the school is in order. Now, why don't we all go to dinner." 


Albus had been correct, destroying the diary stopped the attacks and 
shortly before the school year ended everyone who had been 
petrified was revived by the Mandrakes. Harry never knew, but his 
father did go and search Moaning Myrtle's bathroom. He found the 
tap with the snake on it and took steps to ensure that the chamber 
could not be opened accidentally, after which he was convinced that 
the school would be safe from whatever lay inside. Minerva had been 


deeply lost in thought that day in Albus' office when Harry showed 
them the diary. She was thinking about what she knew of Tom Riddle, 
about him passing on the ability to be a Parselmouth to Harry, and 
the fact that Salazar Slytherin had also been a Parselmouth. When 
she added in the voice that only Harry could hear and his idea that 
perhaps the entrance to the chamber was in the bathroom, an idea 
began forming. Later, she remembered the fact that several of the 
school's roosters had been killed and thought about the odd behavior 
of the spiders this year. After a quick check in the library, her 
suspicions were confirmed. The monster within the chamber had to 
be a Basalisk. An ancient and very large snake, the Basalisk could kill 
someone just by looking them in the eyes, but all of the victims must 
have seen it indirectly: reflected in water, through a camera, and 
through a ghost respectively. Also, spiders would always flee from a 
Basalisk and the crow of a rooster was fatal to the giant snake. It all 
made sense, even the part about Harry hearing the voice moving 
upward through the wall, it must have been traveling through a pipe. 
She shared her thoughts with Albus one night and he had to agree 
that she was probably correct, but since Slytherin had no more living 
heirs and Voldemort was unlikely to produce one, he decided not to 
take any further actions until it became necessary. Best not to go 
looking for trouble he said, and Minerva agreed, she had no desire to 
send Albus into the chamber to more than likely get killed. 


The school year ended happily, with another mystery solved, and 
Harry and his parents settled back to enjoy another summer as a 
family, all of them thinking that next year had to be better than the last 
two. 


Chapter 13 — Escape 


Minerva set to work on the class schedules and school letters early 
that summer, hoping she could have extra time to spend with Harry if 
she finished quickly. As she was going over the new schedules for 
the third year Gryffindors, she had to stop and recheck the list several 
times over. 


"Harry," she called. 


He looked up from his homework, he too was trying to finish quickly in 
order to have the remainder of the summer off. "Yes, mum?" 


"Could you come here please." Minerva waited until he joined her 
beside her desk and then asked, "Harry, what courses did you sign 
up for? Your name isn't on any of the rosters." 


Harry looked at her blankly and then realization dawned, "Oh, that's 
right. | didn't hand in my form yet, | meant to ask you about it but | 
guess | forgot." 


Minerva frowned at his lack of responsibility, "Well, what did you want 
to ask? You need to choose something." 


"| wanted to ask you what | should take," he shrugged. "Hermione 
signed up for everything | think and Ron's taking Care of Magical 
Creatures and Divination. | thought | might just take those with him, 
but what do you think?" 


"Are you interested in those courses, Harry?" Albus asked gently, 
joining them in the sitting room. 


Harry thought for a moment, "Well, Care of Magical Creatures sounds 
good, but | don't know about Divination. | mean, it's really rare to be 
an actual Seer isn't it? So, | don't know, it seems like it might be a 
waste of time." 


Minerva made an indistinct noise in the back of her throat each time 
Divination was mentioned, as though she were trying to stifle a snort. 


When Harry said it sounded like a waste of time it was all she could 
do not to cheer. 


Albus, however, wanted to be sure they gave the boy a chance to 
make up his own mind, so he continued. "Harry, if you don't think you 
would enjoy Divination then you shouldn't take it, however," here he 
looked seriously at Minerva, "it is entirely your decision and your 
mother and | will support you in whatever courses you chose to take." 


Harry looked back and forth between his parents trying not to laugh, 
he had always been aware of his mum's disapproval of Divination 
and especially the Hogwarts Divination teacher. "I don't think | want to 
take it, actually," he said. 


Minerva looked relieved and then said, "I think you should consider 
Arithmancy or Ancient Runes. Both can be very useful to spell work 
and most students who take them find the course work interesting." 


Harry thought about it for a moment and decided, "I think I'll try 
Arithmancy then and Care of Magical Creatures." 


"Thank you, Harry, now if you'll excuse us | need to speak to your 
father about something." 


Harry picked up his Herbology book and went into his bedroom, 
closing the door to give his parents privacy. Albus walked over to 
stand behind Minerva and began massaging her shoulders as she 
turned back to the stack of parchment on her desk. 


"Albus," she said after a moment. "Miss Granger has signed up for 
every new course we offer, some of them meet at the same time." 


Before she could finish her thoughts, he interjected, "It sounds like 
you'll have to write to Miss Granger and tell her she needs to make a 
choice." 


Minerva nodded slowly, "Yes...unless," she turned and looked up at 
Albus, "Do you think the Ministry would give her permission for a 
Time-Turner?" 


Albus was more than a little surprised by this suggestion and he 
pulled up an armchair beside the desk before speaking again. "It is 
unorthodox, my dear. Why do you believe such an exception to be 
necessary?" 


"Well, Hermione is an excellent student and a very bright and capable 
witch, however she also tries much too hard to prove herself. | am 
worried that this may be the reason she has signed up for so many 
courses, however, if it is genuine interest then | don't want to 
dissuade her. | believe she needs to be given both the chance to try 
as well as the chance to realize that she cannot do everything. It 
could be a valuable learning experience in many ways." She watched 
Albus' face as he thought about her words, unsure for perhaps the 
first time in her life what he was thinking. 


Eventually, he spoke, "Well, my dear, you know Miss Granger better 
than | do. Write to the Ministry and see if you can get permission for 
the Time-Turner, and then speak with Miss Granger at the beginning 
of term to determine her reason for taking so many courses. | am 
sure you will know the best course of action." 


"Thank you, Albus," Minerva smiled warmly. 


Albus leaned in and kissed her lightly before letting her get back to 
work. 


A few weeks later, Harry awoke to the sounds of his parents talking in 
the next room. This wasn't so unusual, but there was something 
different about the sounds of their voices this morning. He couldn't 
say they were arguing exactly, but they were definitely disagreeing 
about something. He entered the sitting room just in time to hear their 
final statements. 


"Yes, Albus, but do we have to tell him everything?" 


"He needs to understand, Minerva. Ah, Harry, could you come home 
here please," Albus sounded very serious. 


Minerva looked up quickly when Albus addressed Harry and moved 
so he could sit beside her on the couch. He walked over slowly and 


sat next to her, facing Albus where he sat in a chair across from them, 
thinking about the last time they had all sat like this and the things he 
had learned that night. Was there more about Voldemort, Harry 
wondered, had he returned? 


Harry was a little surprised when Albus handed him the Daily Prophet, 
saying, "Read this first and then we will explain." 


He took the newspaper with more than a little trepidation and 
carefully read the story on the front page. When he was finished, he 
looked up at his parents, "He escaped from Azkaban? But isn't that 
impossible?" 


"It's supposed to be," Minerva said gently. "Nobody knows how he 
managed it." 


"And you wanted me to know because he was a follower of 
Voldemort?" Harry looked at his dad. 


Albus took the paper and set it aside before looking Harry in the eyes 
to explain, "Yes and no, Harry. There is much more about Sirius 
Black that you need to understand. The year you were born, when 
Voldemort was at the height of his power, | began to suspect that 
someone on our side was passing information to Voldemort but | 
could not determine who it was. | also had several spies among 
Voldemort's ranks who were giving me information regarding his 
plans. That is how | found out that he planned to attack your family, 
Harry. | informed Lily and James of what | knew and suggested they 
find a secret keeper, | even offered to be their secret keeper myself.” 


Harry interrupted, "What's a secret keeper." 


"A secret keeper is basically just what it sounds like," Minerva 
explained. "There is a very complex charm that will conceal a secret 
inside a living being. Other people can only find out the secret if the 
secret keeper tells them personally. You can hide a great number of 
things this way, people, buildings, almost anything you want kept a 
secret. Once the spell had been performed, Voldemort would not 
have been able to find your family even if he had been looking in the 
window of your house without being told." 


"SO, you were going to keep my family a secret?" Harry asked Albus. 


He nodded, "Yes, | offered, but they did not accept. Lily and James 
had several good friends from their student days and they expressed 
a desire to chose one of them. James wished to use his best friend 
as their secret keeper, he said that this man would die rather than 
betray him." 


"Sirius Black," Harry finished. 


Minerva closed her eyes and dropped her head and Albus nodded 
gravely, "Yes Harry, Sirius Black was your parents' secret keeper. 
Very soon after the spell was performed, Voldemort attacked. The 
next morning, after Hagrid removed you from the house and we 
brought you here to the school, another of your parents’ friends Peter 
Pettigrew went to the site and confronted Sirius. Sirius killed Peter 
along with twelve Muggles who were on the scene, he was taken to 
Azkaban immediately after that, without a trial, and has been there 
ever since. | want you to listen very carefully to what I'm about to tell 
you, Harry. We have reason to think that Black may have left 
Azkaban to come looking for you, this is something you need to take 
very seriously. | can't have you taking any unnecessary risks this year. 
Third years and above, as you know, are allowed to visit Hogsmeade 
on the weekends, but your mother and | have decided that we would 
rather you stay in the castle. It's just too big of a risk to allow you to 
wander about unprotected." 


Harry was disappointed by this, but he tried to understand that his 
parents were trying to protect him. He was much more worried by the 
fact that Sirius Black might be coming after him than about not being 
allowed to go on Hogsmeade weekends. "Is there anything else | 
should know?" he asked apprehensively. 


Albus took a deep breath and glanced quickly at Minerva, whose jaw 
was set tightly as her eyes flashed a warning for a moment. "There 
are some things you should know about your relationship to Sirius 
and then we will understand if you need some time to think or if you 
have any questions. Harry, please know that | am not telling you this 
to hurt you or scare you, if | could spare you the burden of knowing 


these things | would, but | have always felt that it is important for 
people to know the truth. Sirius Black was the best man at your 
parents’ wedding and they named him your godfather shortly after 
you were born." 


"He...he was my godfather?" Harry spluttered. "He was their best 
friend and he sold them out to Voldemort?!" He had stood up and 
was practically yelling at this point. "How dare he! Why did they trust 
him, why?" 


Harry's voice broke on the last "why" and he sat back down, all but 
collapsing into Minerva's embrace. She held him for a moment as he 
continued to whisper "why," giving Albus an "I told you we shouldn't 
tell him that part" look. Albus looked pained, but he still felt he had 
done the right thing. Harry needed to know the truth and it was best 
he hear it directly from them. Harry very quickly grew angry again and 
sat up quickly, glaring at no one for a moment. 


Then he turned to Albus, "Why didn't you insist on being their secret 
keeper? They would have done what you asked, you're the most 
respected wizard of the age! You could have saved their lives!" He 
began pacing for a few moments, feeling his mum watching him with 
worry, and then turned back to his dad, "I'm sorry. | didn't mean that, 
I'm not angry with you. | suppose there was no way of knowing. | just 
can't believe someone my parents trusted would have done that to 
them." 


Harry wandered off toward his room and closed the door. Minerva 
made a move to go after him, but Albus reached out and caught her 
by the shoulder, "Leave him, my dear, he needs time to think." 


"Did he really need to know, Albus? What has he gained by it," she 
asked softly, falling into his open arms. 


Albus stroked her back softly and said sadly, "I know it is difficult, 
Minerva, but he needs to understand. All of this has shaped his past 
and present and you know that it will continue to mold his future. | 
don't like it anymore than you do, but it's the truth." 


Minerva's next question was muffled by Albus' beard, but he still 
understood her, "Are you certain this will be his future? Does it have 
to be Harry?" 


Albus led her over to the couch and sat down with Minerva in his lap. 
His pain was evident in his voice when he next spoke, "You 
remember the prophecy | showed you not long after we brought him 
here, Minerva. You know as well as | do that it meant Harry. | wish it 
didn't, but that is the way things are and we have always known." 


Minerva nodded and leaned her head against his shoulder, almost 
whispering, "I just never thought it would be this hard." 


"| know, love, | know," Albus said, pulling her closer and taking 
comfort in the soft weight of her body pressed against his. 


Two weeks later, Albus burst into Minerva's office where she was 
finalizing some lesson plans and slammed a piece of parchment onto 
the desk exclaiming angrily, "Fudge!" 


As Albus paced about her office, Minerva read over the letter. 
"Dementors?" she asked incredulously. Angrily she added, "Just who 
does this man think he is? Telling you what to do like that, why only 
last week he was asking you for counsel and now he's ordering you 
about. It's ridiculous! And what good could it possibly do to have 
Dementors lurking about while we're teaching? Half the children will 
be too overwhelmed with agonizing memories to pay any attention. 
Not to mention the psychological effects of constantly being so close 
to them, Hogwarts will be no different from Azkaban by the end of the 
year!" 


Albus had slowed his pacing and eventually quietly taken a seat in 
the chair facing her desk as Minerva ranted. Coming around to stand 
next to him, she said, "Albus, how can you be so calm? Especially as 
you were angry only moments ago." 


Smiling up at her, he replied, "It's easy, my dear. You always become 
outraged enough for both of us, saves me the trouble." 


Minerva snorted and started to walk away, but Albus grabbed her 
wrist, forcing her to turn back to him. Standing, he said softly, "Thank 
you." 


"For what," Minerva asked quickly. 


Reaching a hand up to cup the back of her neck, Albus leaned in 
closer and answered, "For always supporting me the way you do. For 
jumping to my defense no matter what the situation. You have no 
idea how much it means to me." 


Before she had a chance to answer, he leaned in and kissed her 
passionately. "I love you,” he said when the kiss was broken. 


"| love you too," Minerva leaned up to kiss him lightly again. "Now get 
out of here you crazy old coot, I've got work to do. 


Pouting, Albus left, but not before he kissed her again in a manner to 
ensure she would follow up with him later. Which she did. 


Albus was able to at least get Fudge to agree that the Dementors 
would not enter the school or the grounds, they would be posted at 
every entrance however. He still was not happy with the situation, but 
at least the students would be able to stay away from the prison 
guards for the most part. In happier news, Hagrid agreed to take over 
Care of Magical Creatures classes from Professor Kettleburn who 
retired, and former student Remus Lupin had accepted the post of 
Defense Against the Dark Arts teacher. Luckily, Lockhart had 
expressed a desire not to remain for another year and Albus happily 
agreed to let him leave. 


Ron sent Harry and owl and invited him to join them in Diagon Alley 
the day before term started, his parents would help them get their 
school supplies and put them on the train the next morning he said. 
Minerva was wary of letting him leave the castle, but Albus convinced 
her that he would be safe with Molly and Arthur Weasley. He told 
Harry to make sure he stayed with one of Ron's parents at all times 
and Harry promised he would. 


Minerva could hardly sit still for the next two days and she spent most 
of the afternoon of September first pacing in Albus' office as he 
prepared for the feast that night. She was worried about Harry being 
away from the protection of the castle for so long, especially as there 
hadn't been any news of Sirius Black recently. No real news anyway, 
there had been plenty of reports that people had seen him, but none 
of them sounded real. Minerva only hoped Harry had made it onto the 
train safely, as much as she tried to tell herself that the Weasleys 
would have notified someone if anything had happened to Harry it 
wasn't completely consoling. Nobody knew that she and Albus were 
raising Harry and Minerva wasn't sure if Molly and Arthur would think 
to inform Albus first or try to find Harry's Muggle family, whom 
everyone thought he lived with. When an owl flew through the window 
shortly before the train was scheduled to arrive, Minerva was filled 
with a feeling of foreboding. Albus read the letter quickly and then 
passed it over to her. 


Professor Dumbledore, 


The Dementors searched the train a few moments ago. | was seated 
in the compartment with Harry Potter and some of his friends and I'm 
afraid the Dementors effected Harry rather strongly. This is no 
surprise given his past and he seems to be alright now, but | thought 
you should know. 


See you soon, 
Remus Lupin 


Minerva set out quickly to ask Poppy to meet her in her office after 
the students arrived, and then went to find Filius Flitwick and ask him 
to oversee the sorting this year, telling him she had something urgent 
to take care of. He agreed and she left to wait for the older students 
in the Entrance Hall. When she saw Harry enter with Ron and 
Hermione, Minerva decided she might as well speak to the girl about 
her course schedule now so she asked them both to follow her and 
led them to her office. 


Chapter 14 — Dealing with Dementors 


Minerva led Harry and Hermione quickly through the castle to her 
office, where the school nurse met them and looked over Harry. He 
insisted that he was fine and refused to spend any time in the hospital 
wing, Minerva reluctantly agreed with him and asked him to wait 
outside while she talked to Hermione. 


“Miss Granger, there is a problem with your course schedule for this 
year,” she began. “You have signed up for several courses that meet 
at the same time and before we discuss your options | have to ask 
you why you signed up for everything.” 


Hermione studied her hands folded in her lap for a moment and said, 
“| couldn’t decide on just two courses. Everything sounded so 
interesting. Do | have to make a choice, Professor?” 


Minerva looked at Hermione closely, “There may be a way, but Miss 
Granger, why take Muggle Studies? You are Muggle-born, are you 
not?” 


“Yes, but | think it would be fascinating to study Muggles from the 
wizarding point of view. There are a lot of aspects of the Muggle way 
of life that | believe wizards misinterpret and as someone who is 
familiar with both worlds I’m interested in the ways they view each 
other.” 


“Will you allow me to make a further suggestion?” Hermione nodded 
and Minerva continued, “If | may be perfectly frank, Miss Granger, 
you may not enjoy Divination. It is a very inexact study and true Seers 
are quite rare. You seem to be a very logical and rational girl and I’m 
not sure the course will appeal to you, do you insist on taking it?” 


“Yes, Professor,” Hermione said confidently. “I’d like to at least get a 
feel for what Divination encompasses, | want to know as much about 
every aspect of the magical world that | can.” 


Minerva nodded, she had expected the child to insist on taking every 
course. “Very well, you may remain in these courses, but now we 


need to discuss how you will manage it. What | am about to tell you 
must not leave this room and | wouldn't even suggest this if | was not 
confident that you are mature enough to handle this.” She reached 
into the top drawer of her desk and withdrew a small box that she 
offered to Hermione. 


Hermione opened the box and gasped, “A Time-Turner, Professor?” 


“Yes, Miss Granger, a Time-Turner. | had to write many letters to 
the Ministry and convince the Headmaster that you could use this 
responsibly. Changing time can be very dangerous and | must 
impress upon you the seriousness of following the rules. Under no 
circumstances can you see yourself when you are time traveling. 
When you turn the hour glass over once you will be taken back one 
hour and there will be two Hermione Grangers in the school, it is of 
the utmost importance that they do not run into each other. Wizards 
and witches have killed their past and future selves when time 
traveling. You do not have to do this, Miss Granger, | dare say it will 
be a very exhausting year for you. If you are not prepared to handle 
the long hours of homework and doing several hours of the day over 
again, meaning your days will feel much longer, then | urge you to 
drop two of your courses now. If at any time you feel like you can't 
handle it, come and see me, but you are not to ask for extensions on 
your homework or expect any special treatment because of this. If 
you accept this course of action you are completely responsible for 
everything it entails.” 


“Yes, Professor, | understand. Thank you for having so much 
confidence in me, ld like to try it,” Hermione said, still studying the 
Time- Turner. 


Minerva handed the girl some letters and a list of rules for using the 
Time-Turner and reminded her to tell no one and then they joined 
Harry in the corridor and walked down to the feast together. 


The next morning Harry and Hermione had Arithmancy first while Ron 
went to Divination. When they met up again at Transfiguration, Harry 
asked Ron how it went and was more than a little surprised when 
Hermione answered. 


“That Trelawny is such a fraud,” she exclaimed. 
Ron nodded, “There’s something not quite right with her.” 


Harry looked between them, confused, “But, Hermione, you were in 
Arithmancy with me, how do you know about Divination?” 


“No she wasn’t, she was in Divination with me,” Ron said. “We read 
each other's tea leaves.” 


Both boys turned to look at Hermione who had become suddenly very 
focused on writing the date at the top of her notes and refused to look 
at them again until lunch. After lunch they headed down to Hagrid’s 
hut for their first Care of Magical Creatures class and were dismayed 
to find they had this class with the Slytherins. Hagrid led them around 
the edge of the forest to a paddock and brought out a dozen half- 
horse, half-eagle looking creatures called Hippogriffs. Harry 
volunteered to go first, in order to make Hagrid feel good on his first 
day as a professor and was successful in getting the Hippogriff called 
Buckbeak to like him. He got a very unsettling and choppy ride 
around the paddock as a result and then stood back to watch the rest 
of the class try to make friends with the creatures. Hagrid had warned 
them that Hippogriffs were very proud creatures and would attack if 
insulted and Malfoy, of course, chose to ignore the warning and 
insulted Buckbeak, who attacked him. The class broke up early as 
Hagrid carried Malfoy off to the hospital wing while the rest of the 
Slytherins complained about Hagrid’s competency as a teacher. Ron 
and Hermione expressed concern that Hagrid might get fired, but 
Harry knew his dad better than that. Albus liked to give people the 
chance to prove themselves and was a big believer in second 
chances as well, Harry knew it would take more than a Hippogriff 
attacking a student who chose not to heed his professor to get Hagrid 
fired. 


This year, Harry did get a chance to visit his mum on her birthday. He 
slipped into her office during afternoon break with his gift, a new 
Gryffindor Quidditch banner with a roaring lion on it, her old one had 
been falling apart. 


“Thank you, Harry, exactly what | needed,” she smiled. “How are 
your classes going so far?” 


Suddenly, Harry burst into a fit of giggling, during which he tried to tell 
her what was so funny. “Did you hear about our first Defense Against 
the Dark Arts lesson? Neville’s boggart turned into Snape and 
Professor Lupin had Neville dress him in his grandmother's clothes. It 
was the funniest thing I’ve ever seen.” 


Minerva had heard the story, she doubted there was anyone at 
Hogwarts who had not, but thinking about it again she had to 
suppress a hearty laugh of her own. Attempting to sound stern, she 
said, “Harry, you shouldn’t laugh at Professor Snape like that. | 
imagine he was very embarrassed by the incident.” Unfortunately for 
her, her voice broke on the last word and Harry caught the smile in 
her eyes. 


“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said with a grin. 


Their conversation then turned to the upcoming Quidditch season 
and Oliver Wood’s determination to bring Gryffindor the cup this year 
before he left. Minerva had to agree with Oliver, it had been far too 
long since Gryffindor won the Quidditch cup and for the last two years 
they had easily had the best team in the school, she was also hoping 
for a Gryffindor victory this year. 


Before Harry left, he decided to ask about something that had been 
bothering him since that first Defense Against the Dark Arts lesson. 
“Mum,” he started. “When we did the boggart with Professor Lupin, 
he jumped in front of me when it was my turn. Do you think he 
thought | wasn’t able to cope with it...| mean, after what happened on 
the train?” 


Minerva studied him for a moment, “No, Harry, | am almost certain 
that would not have been his reason. However, if you truly want to 
know, the best person to ask is Professor Lupin himself.” She paused 
for a moment and then nodded as if coming to a decision, “Harry, you 
should know...| don’t know if he will be up to discussing things with 


you, due to recent events...Professor Lupin was in school with your 
parents. He was good friends with James. If you find a chance, he 
may be able to tell you things about them your father and | could not.” 


Harry was surprised, but he smiled, it might be nice to meet someone 
who had known his birth parents well, “Thanks, mum, PII think about it. 
Well, it’s time for dinner so | guess lIl go. Happy Birthday.” 


“Thank you, Harry,” Minerva smiled, “I'll see you at dinner.” 


On Halloween, the older students were allowed their first Hogsmeade 
visit of the year. Harry was disappointed not to be able to go with his 
friends, but since he had seen Hogsmeade many times it wasn’t the 
end of the world to him. Harry told them his Muggle relatives had 
refused to sign the form and Ron’s advice was to “ask McGonagall.” 
Harry had a hard time not laughing at that suggestion, even if she 
hadn’t been the one to tell him he couldn't go he knew she would 
never make an exception like that for any student. He walked Ron 
and Hermione to the entrance hall that Saturday morning and said he 
would see them at the feast later, they promised to bring him 
something from Honeyduke’s and Harry’s request for sherbet lemons 
earned him an odd look from both of them. Why would he want 
Muggle candy when there was so much else to chose from, they 
wondered. As he walked away, Harry vaguely wondered if they would 
make it through a Halloween without anything sinister happening. 


It turned out that was too much to hope for and, as it had the other 
two years, the Halloween feast ended with the discovery of yet 
another frightening event. When Harry and his friends got to the 
corridor where the entrance to the Gryffindor common room was 
located, they found it packed with students and wondered why no one 
was going in. Just then, Harry saw his parents approaching. They 
pushed their way through to the front of the crowd and Harry followed 
behind them to see what was going on. The portrait that guarded the 
entrance to the tower had been slashed and the fat lady was nowhere 
to be found. Just as Albus was asking Minerva to have Filch search 
all the paintings for the fat lady, Peeves floated by and informed them 
that it had been Sirius Black who attacked her. Everyone gasped and 
Minerva reached automatically for Albus’ arm, but pulled her hand 
back at the last moment, remembering where she was. Albus sent 


the Gryffindors back to the Great Hall and then sent a message to 
have the other houses join them there. 


After everyone was settled and the staff had been assigned parts of 
the castle to search, Minerva walked worriedly with Albus to the front 
doors, he had to go inform the Dementors he said. 


“How did he get in, Albus?” 


“| don’t know, my dear,” he answered gravely, squeezing her arm. 
“FIL be back soon, go ahead and search the Transfiguration corridor 
and the area near Gryffindor tower. And Minerva, be careful.” 


“Of course, Albus. I'll come and find you when I’m finished,” she 
said as she moved away. 


With a soft pop, Minerva transformed into a cat and set off in the 
direction of her classroom and office. Most of the staff were searching 
those areas of the castle they were most familiar with, meaning the 
areas near their classrooms and house dormitories. As a cat, she 
could see very well in the dark and had felt this was better than 
lighting torches or using her wand, if Sirius was here she could find 
him without being noticed. Minerva crept slowly through the corridors, 
checking every room along the way and found no sign that Sirius had 
been there. When her search was finished, she headed back toward 
the Entrance Hall, changing back into herself when she saw Albus 
exiting the Great Hall. 


“Nothing then?” he asked. 
She shook her head, “I’m guessing no one else saw anything either?” 


“No, but then | didn’t really expect him to stay,” Albus said 
thoughtfully. 


“Albus,” Minerva started, “do you find it odd that he went to the 
dormitories when he would have known everyone was at the feast? 
He could hardly have planned to just wait for Harry there.” 


“Yes, it is rather odd, but | have no idea how he is thinking. | need to 
go inform the Dementors that the search is over, they were most 
displeased when | told them they would not be able to help.” 


Minerva made an impatient noise, it was bad enough having them 
floating around the outside of the grounds and she understood 
completely why Albus refused to let them in the castle. “Are you 
leaving the students in the hall for tonight?” she asked. 


“Yes, | see no point in moving them. Most of them are soundly 
asleep,” he answered, turning toward the front doors. “I'll be back 
soon.” 


Minerva nodded absently and went back to their bedroom to wait for 
him. How Sirius had managed to get into the castle unnoticed was a 
mystery to everyone and it was extremely unsettling to realize just 
how little protection they were actually offering the students. Minerva 
only hoped the news of his attack wouldn’t get out, the Governors 
were likely to want to close the school or remove Albus as 
Headmaster. Perhaps even worse, the Ministry might insist on 
placing Dementors inside the school. After that night, Harry noticed 
that the professors seemed to be following him around, trying to keep 
an eye on him. He was escorted almost everywhere he went and 
Madam Hooch began to attend Gryffindor’s Quidditch practice. He 
strongly suspected that his mum had put everyone up to this, she 
looked distinctly worried and sad every time she looked at Harry 
lately, as if she thought it might be the last time she saw him. 


The Saturday after Halloween was the first Quidditch game of the 
year and Gryffindor found out at the last minute that they would be 
playing Hufflepuff instead of Slytherin as they had thought. Draco 
Malfoy had been keeping his arm bandaged ever since the first Care 
of Magical Creatures lesson and moaned all the time about being in 
pain. Harry knew he was faking, everyone had to know, Madam 
Pomfrey could fix anything and leave you feeling no pain at all. How 
none of the teachers managed to make him grow up and behave 
normally puzzled Harry no end. The rain was terrible that day and 
Harry was having trouble seeing his teammates, let alone the snitch. 
He circled the pitch endlessly, attempting to look for any sign of 


glittering movement through the downpour that was splattering his 
glasses. 


Minerva sat as always between Albus and Lee Jordan at the 
Quidditch game, she was so cold and wet she couldn’t stop shaking 
all over and she couldn’t help but feel sorry for the players out there 
on broomsticks in this weather. She smiled to herself when she saw 
Hermione charm Harry’s glasses, the girl never ceased to make her 
proud. She was the kind of student Minerva rarely encountered, a bit 
over enthusiastic from time to time, but she worked hard and paid 
attention, it was somewhat refreshing after some of the other 
students. Suddenly, the cold almost doubled and the sounds of the 
storm and the crowd faded away. Looking down, Minerva realized 
with horror that what appeared to be every Dementor staying at 
Hogwarts was assembling on the pitch below the players. She fought 
against the waves of icy cold and darkness and the memories, long 
hidden, that were coming unbidden to her mind with some difficulty. 
That was, until she saw Harry. He was speeding toward the center of 
the pitch, looking as though he had seen the snitch, when he 
suddenly stopped moving and fell as if in slow motion toward the 
ground. Albus had been on his feet from the moment he saw the 
Dementors enter the stadium. Trying to curb the anger boiling inside 
him at their audacity, he managed to slow down Harry’s fall and 
conjure a patronus to fight the Dementors back. Harry fell at least fifty 
feet into the mud and laid there, not moving. Minerva had been frozen 
with terror watching him fall and finally managed to make her legs 
move when Harry landed, rushing out onto the pitch just as Albus 
conjured a stretcher and began floating Harry away. She pushed her 
way through the crowd and followed after them to the hospital wing, 
with Ron, Hermione, and the entire Gryffindor team close behind her. 


Madam Pomfrey examined Harry and said he would be fine, no 
lasting damage had been done, and everyone breathed a sigh of 
relief. It wasn’t long before Harry woke up again and looked around at 
everyone with confusion. Minerva hung back a bit and listened to his 
teammates and friends try to cheer him up, thinking rather proudly 
that they really were a good group of kids and she was very pleased 
to have them all in her house. Just before Harry had woken up, Filius 
Flitwick came in with the remains of his broom, explaining as he 
handed them over that it had flown into the Whomping Willow. Harry 


seemed more upset by Gryffindor’s loss and the destruction of his 
broom than about falling fifty feet to what should have been his doom. 
Minerva quietly slipped away once she decided he would be alright 
and gave him some privacy to speak with his friends. She found 
Albus in his office, having a very severe word with the Minister of 
Magic through the floo network. Fudge, in all his grand incompetence, 
saw no problem whatsoever with the Dementors entering the school 
grounds. He tried to excuse it by saying they must have suspected 
Black to be there, but Albus was not convinced. He gave Fudge a 
very well worded warning about what would happen if the prison 
guards ever dared to leave their posts again before withdrawing his 
head from the fire and inquiring about Harry. 


Madam Pomfrey insisted that Harry stay in the hospital wing for the 
rest of the weekend and he laid awake for most of the night, 
ruminating on the voices he had heard when the dementors came 
onto the Quidditch pitch. His parents came in to check on him at a 
very late hour and he decided to talk to them about it. He told them 
he thought it was Voldemort attacking his parents that he heard. 


“It sounded a lot like a nightmare | used to have when | was 
younger,” he said. 


Albus and Minerva remembered well the first time Harry had come 
running into their room, shaking all over and asking about a cold mad 
laughter he had dreamt about. He had reported having the same 
dream many times over after that, but had not mentioned it recently. It 
was no wonder he collapsed, they thought, with the horrors he had to 
endure every time a dementor got too close. All they could do was try 
to comfort him, neither could imagine having to relive over and over 
again their parents’ final moments on earth as they pleaded with a 
madman not to kill their fifteen month old son. Harry had closed his 
eyes when he finished telling them about the voices and the 
screaming, so he never saw the single tear that slowly made its way 
down Minerva’s cheek as she sat holding his hand and watching him. 


Chapter 15 — Midnight Attack 


On Monday, Harry was surprised when Professor Lupin called him 
back after Defense Against the Dark Arts. Lupin had been ill over the 
weekend, but he said he heard about the game and inquired after 
Harry's broom. Harry asked if the professor had also heard about the 
dementors. He had been thinking and it seemed to him that it was 
time to start asking for help from someone other than his parents, 
they had enough to do running the school, and Harry thought this 
would be the perfect opportunity to ask Lupin to help him. 


"Do you think you could teach me to defend myself against the 
dementors?" he asked. 


Lupin looked thoughtful, "It's a very complex charm, Harry, | don't 
know if a third year student could manage it." 


"Please," Harry said, "if they come to another Quidditch game | need 
to be able to hold them off. Gryffindor can't lose the cup because of 
me again." 


Professor Lupin finally agreed and told Harry they could begin after 
the holidays were over and Harry left feeling slightly better. He also 
thought that maybe he could ask Lupin about his parents some time 
while they were having private lessons. 


On the Saturday before the Christmas holidays started there was 
another Hogsmeade weekend. After Harry saw Ron and Hermione off 
again he was cornered by Ron's older brothers Fred and George. 
They pulled him into an empty classroom and gave him a tatty 
looking piece of parchment. Harry suspected one of their jokes until 
George tapped the parchment with his wand and said "I solemnly 
swear | am up to no good." The parchment suddenly revealed a map 
of Hogwarts, it showed everyone in the castle as a little dot labeled 
with their name, all the rooms in the castle, and several secret 
passages out of the school as well. The twins showed him which 
passage was the best to use, the one that started just outside the 
classroom they were in and ended in the cellar of Honeydukes. Harry 
was touched that they would give him something they so obviously 
enjoyed having, but he knew he could never use it for the purpose 


they intended. It would be more than his life was worth to be caught 
out of bounds when his parents had expressly forbidden him to go to 
Hogsmeade. But Harry couldn't think of a way to communicate this to 
the twins so he thanked them for the map and said he would put it to 
good use as he watched them leave. 


Harry went back to the common room to do some homework and 
read through Which Broomstick, he needed to find a broom to replace 
his Nimbus. Ron and Hermione came back a little earlier than Harry 
had expected them to and they both looked rather pale and worried. 
Harry asked them what was wrong and they exchanged a nervous 
look and acted like they didn't want to tell him. 


Finally, Hermione began the story. "We went to the Three 
Broomsticks for a butterbeer and Professor McGonagall came in with 
Hagrid, Flitwick, and the Minister. We overheard them telling Madam 
Rosemerta something..." she trailed off and there was a long pause. 
"Something about Sirius Black and...and your parents," she finally 
finished. 


Harry looked back and forth between his friends and sighed inwardly. 
"I Know about it," he told them. "All of it." 


"Why didn't you tell us?" Ron asked. 
"| guess | just didn't feel like talking about it," Harry shrugged. 


His best friends wouldn't take that as an answer, however, and the 
three of them spent the afternoon discussing everything that had 
been said at the Three Broomsticks. It was basically the same story 
Harry's parents had told him over the summer and on some level he 
was glad Ron and Hermione had found out without him having to tell 
them, but at the same time Harry couldn't help wishing they didn't 
know. The last thing he wanted was two more people worried about 
him. 


On Christmas morning, Harry received an anonymous present for the 
second time in his life. At first he thought it must have come from his 
parents, but then he opened it find a Firebolt — a brand new, 
International Standard racing broom. Harry had a hard time 


envisioning his mum approving of spending so much money on a 
broom when there were several cheaper models that would be more 
than sufficient for a school Quidditch match. There was no note at all 
and Harry could not think of a single person who would spend that 
much money on him, but decided he would ask his parents when he 
went to visit them later. Hermione seemed much more disturbed than 
Ron over the mysterious broom, but then Ron had a hard time 
focusing on anything else when he had Quidditch to think about. The 
three of them went down to Christmas lunch and were surprised to 
find that everyone, professors and students, were sitting at one table 
in the center of the Great Hall. Albus explained that because there 
were so few of them this year, it seemed silly to use five big tables. 


Professor Trelawny, the Divination teacher, came in just as they were 
all about to start eating and Harry almost choked on his pumpkin juice 
when Albus conjured a chair for her right next to Minerva. Trelawny 
said she couldn't possibly join them as thirteen at a table was unlucky. 


"We'll risk it, Sybill," Minerva said impatiently. "Do sit down, the 
turkey's getting stone cold." 


The two witches wasted no time in beginning a thinly veiled argument, 
Harry caught his dad's eye and turned red trying to hold back his 
laughter as his mum questioned the Divination Professor about her 
so-called "sight." Finally, Alous cut them off in a casual but firm tone 
of voice and urged everyone to begin eating. Harry dropped his 
napkin on the floor and dove down after it so no one could see him 
laughing and when he did he saw his dad squeeze his mum's knee 
and brush her foot with his own. As he sat back up, Harry noticed that 
Minerva looked distinctly calmer than she had moments ago. When 
Harry and Ron got up to leave, almost two hours later, Professor 
Trelawny shrieked. Harry saw his mum cringe when he turned back 
to see what was the matter. 


"My dears!" Trelawny exclaimed. "Which of you left his seat first? 
Which?" 


"| doubt it will make much difference,” Minerva said coldly, "unless a 
mad axeman is waiting outside the doors to slaughter the first into the 
entrance hall." 


Harry exchanged a glance with Ron and fought back his laughter yet 
again as they left, Hermione said she wanted to stay behind and talk 
to his mum about something. After the door to the hall had closed 
behind the boys, Hermione got up and walked somewhat nervously to 
Minerva's side. 


"Professor?" Half the professors seated at the table turned around 
and Hermione blushed, making eye contact with Minerva. "I'm sorry, | 
meant you, Professor McGonagall. Could | talk to you for a minute, in 
private?" 


Wondering what had made the girl so nervous, Minerva quickly 
excused herself from the table and followed Hermione into the 
entrance hall. 


"What is it, Miss Granger?" 


Hermione looked to the doors of the Great Hall as if to make sure 
they were alone and then told Minerva what was on her mind. "Harry 
received a present this morning, with no note attached. It was a 
Firebolt and he couldn't think of anyone who would buy him 
something so expensive." Minerva nodded, she also wondered who 
could have spent that much money on her son, she knew it hadn't 
been Albus. "Well, | think... mean, do you think it's possible that 
Sirius Black sent it to him?" 


Minerva was a little surprised that Hermione was aware of the 
situation between Harry and Sirius, but then she thought he must 
have told his friends what was going on. She was also impressed 
with Hermione's sense of responsibility and her forthrightness. "It's 
possible, Miss Granger," she said. "Thank you for bringing this to my 
attention, I'll walk with you to the common room if that's alright." 


"Of course, Professor," Hermione said as they headed for the stairs. 


Both Harry and Ron protested when Minerva turned up in the 
Gryffindor common room and took the broom from Harry, promising 
him that he could have it back if it was found to be free of hexes. Ron 
had fought her more than Harry and Minerva had felt a burning desire 


to roll her eyes at the boy's enthusiasm for brooms and Quidditch. 
She liked the game, but some of the students carried it a bit too far. If 
Hermione was right and the broom had been sent by Sirius, Minerva 
knew that they would need to be even more careful from here on out. 
She took the broom to Professor Flitwick and Madam Hooch to have 
it stripped down and checked for every possible curse, wishing 
foolishly that Harry could have one normal school year. 


Ron all but stopped talking to Hermione after that day. He had 
already been fighting with her for most of the school year because he 
was convinced her new cat Crookshanks had it in for his rat Scabbers, 
but getting Harry's Firebolt taken away had been the last straw as far 
as he was concerned. Hermione herself seemed to be overly 
snappish this year and Harry couldn't say he was upset with the lack 
of their bickering when she started to leave them alone. He had been 
disappointed to have the broom confiscated as well, but knew that it 
wasn't Hermione's fault. Even if she hadn't been his mother, Minerva 
would have found out about the broom and its mysterious arrival 
somehow, she had a knack for knowing almost everything that went 
on, especially if it concerned Gryffindor students. When the rest of the 
students came back and Oliver Wood found out about the Firebolt he 
was, if possible, more upset than Ron that it had been taken and he 
assured Harry that he would get it back. "Good luck," Harry had 
wanted to say dryly, but he kept his mouth shut. 


Classes finally started again and Harry had a chance on the first day 
back to remind Professor Lupin of his promise to help him with the 
dementors. They agreed to meet in the History of Magic classroom 
that Thursday evening and when Harry arrived Lupin explained that 
he had found a boggart to practice on, as it was impossible to bring a 
real dementor inside the castle. The shape-shifter would turn into a 
dementor when it saw Harry because that was the thing he was most 
scared of. Lupin explained to Harry that he needed to think of a very 
happy memory and concentrate on it while saying the incantation 
"Expecto Patronum," which would produce something called a 
Patronus. The dementor would feed off the happiness in the Patronus 
instead of Harry and would keep him from feeling its effects. Harry 
racked his brain for a happy memory and decided on the way he had 
felt the first time he flew a broomstick by himself. This turned out to 
be not quite happy enough and he collapsed yet again, hearing his 


parents cries inside his mind. After he had eaten a chocolate frog, 
Harry concentrated on the feeling of Gryffindor winning the House 
Cup and tried again. Again, he failed and Lupin seemed reluctant to 
continue, but Harry insisted. For his third try, he concentrated on the 
way he had felt the night his parents adopted him and this time he 
managed to stay on his feet and the screaming in his head was much 
quieter. A large silver shadow flowed out of the end of his wand and 
held off the dementor-boggart, giving Lupin the opportunity to step in 
front of it and force it back into the packing case he was keeping it in 
after it turned into a silvery orb. Harry wanted to go again, but Lupin 
refused. Pressing a large bar of chocolate into Harry's hands, he said 
they would meet again next week to continue. Harry started to 
question Lupin about his parents, but when he mentioned Sirius 
Black Lupin made it apparent that he did not want to continue the 
discussion so Harry left, feeling a bit better about his situation with 
the dementors. 


Harry and Lupin continued the dementor lessons and by February, 
Harry was disheartened that he hadn't yet managed to produce a real 
Patronus. Lupin encouraged him, saying it took time and that many 
qualified witches and wizards had a hard time with the Patronus 
Charm. He thought Harry was doing remarkably well for a third year 
student. On his way back to the common room that night, Harry 
literally ran into his mum on the stairs. She had his Firebolt and held it 
out, smiling at him. 


"Really," Harry asked. "I can have it back?" 


"You can have it back, really," she said. "| daresay you'll need a 
chance to get used to it before the game this weekend. You must 
have a good friend somewhere we know nothing about." 


"Thanks, mu...thanks," Harry said, looking around to make sure no 
one had heard his slip. Grinning at his mum, he took off toward the 
common room to find Ron. 


When Harry got back to the common room, he was swarmed by 
almost all of Gryffindor House. They all wanted to have a chance to 
see the Firebolt, eventually Ron took it upon himself to carry it up to 


the dorm for safe keeping. He was back almost immediately, 
brandishing his bed sheet at Hermione. 


"LOOK!" he yelled. "Blood! Your cat ATE Scabbers!" 


Hermione looked like she was about to cry when he started yelling at 
her and the rest of the common room watched in silence as the scene 
played out. 


"Scabbers is gone and LOOK," he threw several ginger cat hairs 
down on her books, they were unmistakably Crookshanks'. 


It certainly seemed that Hermione's cat had eaten the rat, he had 
been chasing Scabbers ever since they arrived at Hogwarts. Harry 
wasn't sure it was such a big loss, Ron had never done anything but 
complain about how boring his pet was but he seemed to miss him 
just the same. His friendship with Hermione seemed to be coming to 
an end, they hardly spoke to each other anymore except to argue and 
Hermione had started avoiding Harry as well for some reason. He 
didn't have time to think about it, however, as the Quidditch game 
against Ravenclaw was that weekend and he only had one practice 
to get used to his new broom. 


Albus went looking for Minerva on Friday evening after dinner, it was 
usually the one weeknight they had a chance to spend together 
without the interruptions of work, and he found her in her office, 
staring out the window. There was a distant view of the Quidditch 
pitch from her office and Albus smiled to himself when he realized 
she was intently watching the Gryffindor team's practice. 


Slipping up behind her, he startled Minerva by asking, "Why didn't 
you just go down to the pitch, my dear?" 


"Oh! Albus, don't do that!" she exclaimed, before turning around in his 
arms. "I didn't want them to know I was watching, especially Harry. 
He's already exasperated that the staff are following him about and 
he's at that age where he just doesn't want his mum tagging along 
everywhere." 


"He is growing up," Albus nodded. "But he'll always need you." 


"| know, Albus," Minerva turned back to the window with a smile. 
"Just look at him on that new broom, if Gryffindor doesn't win 
tomorrow they never will." 


Albus chuckled at her enthusiasm, "Could | drag you away from that 
window long enough for a game of chess?" 


"Of course," she turned around and followed him to a seat in front of 
the fire where a chess board was already set up and waiting for them. 


Minerva spent most of the Quidditch game the next day yelling at Lee 
Jordan for talking more about Harry's new broom than what was 
actually happening on the pitch. Albus hadn't come down to the game 
yet, he had some school business to take care of first but promised 
he would try to get there before it ended. A few minutes into the game, 
she looked down and saw what appeared to be three dementors 
gliding onto the pitch. Overtaken by worry for Harry, it took a moment 
for Minerva to realize that she didn't feel the usual cold and darkness 
that accompanied dementors and her worst memories weren't 
coming to the surface. She watched as Harry produced an excellent 
Patronus and the dementors tried to run away but fell over. Suspicion 
took over any feelings of worry and she made her way down to the 
pitch just in time to see Malfoy, Crabbe, Goyle, and Flint trying to 
climb out of the black robes. Completely ignoring the fact that Harry 
had just caught the snitch and all of Gryffindor was pouring out onto 
the field, Minerva started yelling at the four Slytherins. She was 
absolutely outraged by their audacity, not to mention the completely 
underhanded cowardice of such an act. Just as she was really 
winding up, Albus came striding onto the pitch wondering what all the 
confusion was about. He approved of Minerva's punishment of 
detention and fifty points from Slytherin and had a very serious word 
with the boys about their behavior, promising that a repeat 
performance would result in a much more severe punishment. 


Minerva was still fuming as they walked back into the castle, but then 
she remembered Harry's Patronus and his amazing catch and 
decided that her energies could be better spent celebrating a 
Gryffindor victory. Later in the afternoon, she got out of bed and tried 
to get some paperwork done, but the party in Gryffindor Tower was 


much too loud to concentrate on anything so she went to her office, 
which is where Albus found her later and insisted she come to bed. 
They climbed into bed and Albus pulled Minerva tightly to him and fell 
asleep almost immediately. She, however, was kept awake by the 
noise of the party that was still raging. Finally, at one in the morning, 
she climbed out of bed, pulling on her dressing gown and a hairnet 
and went to break it up. Sighing with relief, Minerva crawled back into 
bed next to Albus and finally fell asleep, only to be awoken by the 
sounds of more yelling and many sets of footsteps on the stairs in the 
tower a couple of hours later. Angry, she once more donned her 
dressing gown and hairnet and covered the distance to the 
dormitories in a few quick strides. Slamming the portrait behind her, 
Minerva entered the common room ordering them once again to go 
back to bed. Percy Weasley interrupted her, saying Ron had a 
nightmare. 


Ron interrupted Percy, "IT WASN'T A NIGHTMARE! PROFESSOR, | 
WOKE UP AND SIRIUS BLACK WAS STANDING OVER ME 
HOLDING A KNIFE." 


Minerva just stared at him, not knowing at all what to say. She finally 
found her voice to suggest that he could never have gotten in without 
a password. Stepping back outside, she spoke to Sir Cadogan, the 
portrait who had been selected to replace the Fat Lady after her 
attack. The small knight told her rather proudly that he had indeed let 
a man into the tower a few moments ago, said he had all the 
passwords for the week written on a slip of parchment. 


She didn't know whether to be scared or angry or both, when she 
spoke Minerva could hear her own voice shaking, "Which person, 
which abysmally foolish person wrote down this week's passwords 
and left them lying around?" 


To no one's surprise, Neville Longbottom shakily raised his hand, 
looking terrified for his very life. 


Chapter 16 — A Truth Brought To Light 


After the attack on Ron, Sir Cadogan was fired and the Fat Lady 
came back to guard Gryffindor Tower, along with some security trolls. 
Minerva also forbade anyone to give Neville the new password, poor 
Neville had never felt so ashamed. Ron, on the other hand, was 
enjoying a bit of celebrity for having been the victim of an almost 
attack. The castle had been searched again that night, and again 
nothing had been found. Security measures around the castle were 
tightened yet again, but Harry could tell all the professors were still 
worried. He wondered if he should tell his dad about the passage to 
Honeydukes that Fred and George had shown him, but he knew that 
would mean telling where he got the map and that could get the twins 
in trouble. Assuming that Sirius couldn't be getting in that way, he 
said nothing. 


On the Monday after the attack, Minerva was putting the third year 
Gryffindors' homework away in her desk when she was startled by 
the sound of several books hitting the floor. Looking up, she realized 
that Hermione was still in the classroom and it looked as though her 
bag had just split open, spilling her many textbooks onto the floor. 
Minerva watched in surprise as Hermione bent to pick them up and 
suddenly burst into tears, flopping down on the floor amid her books 
as if she didn't have the strength to pick them up. Closing the door, 
Minerva knelt next to the girl and lifted her head. 


"Miss Granger, do you need to talk?" 


Hermione just nodded and managed, in between sobs and big 
gulping breathes to tell Minerva everything that had happened 
between herself and Ron that semester, she told her about 
Crookshanks and Scabbers, about Ron's reaction to having the 
Firebolt confiscated, and about helping Hagrid with his defense for 
Buckbeak. After the Hippogriff attacked Draco, Mr. Malfoy took the 
matter before the Committee for the Disposal of Dangerous 
Creatures and there was a hearing coming up. Minerva's heart went 
out to the girl, she was taking more classes than anyone else in the 
school and still trying to find away to help out her friends, and the 
child obviously felt some guilt that her pet had eaten Ron's. Conjuring 
a glass of water and a handkerchief, Minerva waited until Hermione 


was calm again and then lectured her kindly about sleeping more and 
not trying to do so much. Hermione thanked her, apologized for 
breaking down, and promised to take better care of herself. Minerva 
was not surprised a week later when Hermione knocked on the door 
to her office and announced she had just walked out of Divination. 


"I'm sorry, Professor, | know | shouldn't have, but it was just such a 
waste of time and | guess I've been in a bad mood lately. | couldn't 
take it anymore, all Professor Trelawny does is make dark predictions 
about people suffering and dying. They can't all be real. I'm sorry | 
walked out," Hermione said all of this, hardly drawing a breath, before 
she finally collapsed into a chair in front of Minerva's desk. 


Minerva studied the girl quietly for a few moments and then, offering 
her a biscuit, reassured her that she would not be penalized for 
leaving Divination and that if she wished she could withdraw from the 
course. It wouldn't solve all her problems, but at least it was one less 
class for the child to worry about. Minerva had meant to speak with 
Harry about the way he had, by default, abandoned Hermione when 
Ron did, but in the past week she had noticed that the three of them 
seemed to be on speaking terms again. She didn't know what had 
caused the difference, but she was very glad for it, Hermione needed 
her friends now and truthfully so did Harry, it was a difficult year for 
both of them. Minerva had noticed in the past that the three of them 
seemed strongest together and somehow she just knew that their 
bond would be important in the coming years. 


The Saturday after the Easter holidays was the Quidditch final, 
Gryffindor versus Slytherin for the cup, and everyone wanted to see 
Gryffindor win. The whole school turned out for the match, three- 
quarters of them in Gryffindor red. In order for Gryffidor to win the cup, 
they had to beat Slytherin by more than two hundred points, as Wood 
had reminded Harry every chance he got over the week. Harry circled 
the pitch and listened to Lee Jordan's commentary, waiting until they 
were up by fifty points to start looking for the snitch. It was the dirtiest 
game of Quidditch he had ever seen, with many penalties awarded to 
both sides. 


Minerva sat in her usual seat in the stands, appalled by the actions of 
the Slytherin team as they deliberately attacked the Gryffindor players, 


trying to claim each attack was an accident. She started out, as usual, 
correcting Lee Jordan every time his commentary became unbiased 
or uncouth. At one point she tried to take the megaphone after he 
swore. However, by the time Draco Malfoy jumped up and grabbed 
the end of Harry's broom to stop him from catching the snitch, 
Minerva no longer cared about decorum and unbiased commentating. 
She was on her feet, yelling in Malfoy's direction, completely 
heedless of the fact that her hat had fallen off. When Harry did finally 
catch the snitch, several tense moments later, and Gryffindor won the 
Quidditch Cup for the first time in seven years, she started to cry. She 
hadn't meant to cry, but as she watched students from three houses 
spilling onto the field and lifting the Gryffindor team up on their 
shoulders, Minerva couldn't help herself, the tears came whether she 
wanted them to or not. She wiped them off on the Gryffindor flag 
Harry had given her for her birthday, but when she saw Albus give 
Oliver the cup and a sobbing Oliver hand it to Harry, who lifted it high 
over his head, fresh tears were streaming down her face. Gryffindor 
had won the cup at last and Harry had been the hero of the game, 
she was so happy and so proud. 


Albus began teasing her about the crying the minute they were back 
in her rooms, but stopped rather abruptly when Minerva said she 
would go celebrate Gryffindor's victory with someone else if he wasn't 
interested. Of all the things Albus Dumbledore was interested in, his 
wife was at the top of the list and his wife after Gryffindor won a 
Quidditch game was not something he wanted to be denied. 


Exam week was quickly upon them as the weather grew warmer and 
more inviting. Exams went over much the same way classes usually 
did: Transfiguration was difficult, but Harry managed; Charms was 
less stressful and everyone did alright; History of Magic was boring; 
Potions was just like class, with Snape hovering nearby and making 
Harry nervous so that he couldn't concentrate on his confusion 
concoction; and Defense Against the Dark Arts was an adventure. 
Lupin set up an obstacle course with various dark creatures they had 
to get past, Harry made it all the way through and had little trouble 
with the boggart, which came at the end. Ron was mislead into the 
swamp by a hinkypunk, and both Harry and Ron had to laugh when 
Hermione emerged screaming from the trunk with the boggart saying 
she'd seen Professor McGonagall telling her she'd failed everything. 


Harry thought he'd have to tell his mum about that one, he only 
hoped she would take it well. On their way back into the castle, they 
ran into Minister Fudge with two members of the Committee for the 
Disposal of Dangerous Creatures. Hagrid had lost his first trial and 
they had come to Hogwarts, with an executioner, for the appeal. It 
didn't look good for poor Buckbeak. 


When they got back to the common room that afternoon, they got a 
note from Hagrid. Buckbeak had lost his appeal and they were going 
to execute him at sunset. Ron and Hermione both looked grief 
stricken, they had worked so hard on the case and none of them 
thought the Hippogriff really deserved to die. Harry felt very sorry for 
Hagrid, who he knew would take the loss of Buckbeak very hard. 
Hagrid had a big heart and he loved all living creatures, even if they 
truly were dangerous, which Buckbeak was not. 


After dinner, the three of them put on Harry's invisibility cloak and 
slipped down to Hagrid's hut, they wanted to be with him when the 
execution happened, even if they had to be invisible at least he would 
know they were there. When they got to Hagrid's, he insisted that the 
couldn't stay for the actual execution, but he did give Ron his rat back. 
It seemed Scabbers had been hiding from Crookshanks out on the 
grounds and made his way into Hagrid's hut. 


Albus was just leaving his office to go down and be with Hagrid when 
the execution took place when Minerva came running up the corridor 
toward him. 


"I'm glad | caught you," she said, stopping abruptly. "| want to come 
with you." 


Albus squeezed her arm, "No, love, I'd prefer if you stayed here." 
"But why? Albus, | think | can handle it," she said, exasperated. 

"| know that, Minerva, | just think it's better if not too many people 
show up. | don't want to make this any harder for Hagrid than it 


already is or to make too much of a spectacle out of it. Can you 
understand?" 


Minerva nodded, "Yes. l'Il wait in your office then?" 
"That would be wonderful,” he said with a smile. 


When Albus came back into the castle, Minerva was very surprised at 
his expression. He didn't look at all like a man who had just witnessed 
the slaughter of an innocent beast. And was that Hagrid singing in the 
background? 


"Albus, what on earth happened? Why do you look so amused?" 


"My dear," he said, guiding her over to the couch. "The strangest 
thing just happened. Buckbeak was tied up in Hagrid's pumpkin patch 
when we walked down to his hut, but when we went back out for the 
execution he was gone?" 


"Gone? But how?" Minerva's face was blanketed with confusion. 
"| have no idea," Albus replied, eyes twinkling merrily. 


Minerva shot him a skeptical look, but didn't question him any further. 
They settled down to play a game of chess and Minerva couldn't help 
noticing that Albus acted as though he were waiting for something to 
happen. Just as the game was really getting competitive, Severus 
burst into the office without knocking. His eyes were glinting with 
triumph and he was panting. 


"Headmaster, Black! I've caught him. In the Shrieking Shack with 
Potter, Weasley, and Granger. Lupin was there but he's gone now." 


He was about to say more, but Minerva cut him off, "What?! What 
were the students doing there? Are they ok?" 


She and Albus were on their feet, ready to follow Severus to where 
ever Sirius and the kids were. "I've got Black bound, he's in the 
hospital wing, passed out with the students. The dementors almost 
got him. Oh and I've already called the Minister, he should be here 
soon." 


The three of them took off toward the hospital wing, Severus was 
rather surprised at the speed of both of the older professors. When 
they arrived, Madam Pomfrey was mending Ron's leg, which had 
been broken, and Harry, Hermione, and Sirius were still unconscious. 
Albus and Severus took Sirius up to Professor Flitwick's office as it 
was closest and Minerva waited with Poppy for Harry and Hermione 
to awake. They were quietly discussing what had happened when 
they heard the voices of Severus and the Minister of Magic in the 
corridor. 


"| need to get those two some chocolate," Poppy said and walked into 
her office. 


Minerva walked over to Harry and realized he and Hermione were 
both awake. Before any of them could say anything, Poppy was back 
with the chocolate and Fudge and Snape entered the hospital wing. 
Harry, Hermione, and Ron all started talking very excitedly at the 
same time, trying to explain that Sirius was innocent while Severus 
proclaimed that they had been confunded. Minerva knew Severus 
held a deep seated hatred for Sirius Black so she took that 
accusation with a grain of salt, but she couldn't understand the story 
the students were trying to tell, it was too confusing with all of them 
talking at once. Harry was starting to sound frantic by the time Poppy 
shoved a large piece of chocolate into his mouth to counter effect 
being so near the dementors. Just then, Albus entered the room and 
asked everyone else to leave him alone with the students. Minerva 
shot him a questioning look, but wordlessly followed Poppy into her 
office. Fudge said he would go out and meet the dementors and 
Severus left with him. 


A few minutes later, Albus knocked on the door to Poppy's office and 
motioned for Minerva to follow him. Poppy bustled out to tend to the 
students and Minerva wanted to follow her and check on Harry, but 
Albus led her away. Before they could exit the hospital, however, 
Fudge and Snape entered, both looking extremely angry. 


"Black is gone!" Fudge bellowed. 


Albus looked extremely calm, confusing Minerva more than anything 
else that had happened that night. She gave him a look that said 


"what is going on" but the look he gave her in return clearly said 
"later." After much blustering, Fudge decided that there was no 
logical explanation for Sirius' disappearance and he left to inform the 
Ministry and remove the dementors from the school. Snape also 
stalked off and Albus steered Minerva out of the hospital and toward 
her rooms, explaining the night's events to her as they walked. 


"My dear, this may take some time to explain and even then you may 
not believe it, please bear with me. Sirius Black was never the 
Potters' Secret Keeper, he didn't betray them. His story, as well as 
the story | got from Harry and Hermione make everything that 
happened then and now make sense. Peter Pettigrew was the Secret 
Keeper." 


Minerva couldn't help herself, she gasped. "What? But what about—" 


Albus raised a hand and cut her off, "I'm getting there. Peter never 
died. After the attack at Godric's Hallow Sirius hunted Peter down, 
not the other way around as we believed. Peter cut off his own finger, 
blew the street apart, and killed all those Muggles. He's been living as 
a rat for the last 12 years, as the Weasleys' pet rat actually." 


"Albus, that's not possible. Who would have transfigured him?" 


"That's the beauty of the whole thing, the reason no one ever 
suspected Peter and the reason we haven't been able to find Sirius 
around the castle this year. It seems that James, Peter, and Sirius 
learned to be animagi during their years at Hogwarts in order to 
accompany Remus during his werewolf transformations." 


Minerva's jaw dropped in shock, but she said nothing. Internally, she 
was debating whether to be proud of James and Sirius for their 
accomplishment or disappointed in them for breaking so many rules, 
not only school rules but laws as well. 


"So," Albus continued, "Peter ran away and spent the last 12 years 
as Scabbers the rat and Sirius was completely innocent. He broke out 
of Azkaban to come after Peter when he realized that he was here, 
with Harry." 


Head spinning, Minerva nodded slowly as she absorbed all of this 
information. It certainly did provide an adequate explanation for 
everything and far fetched though it was, it did make sense. "But how 
did Sirius escape tonight?" she asked. 


Albus smiled, "Well actually, my dear, we owe that to you." 
"Me?" 


"Yes, if you hadn't been inspired to secure a Time-Turner for Miss 
Granger many of tonight's events would not have been possible." 


"You don't mean..." 


Albus nodded, "Yes, | sent Harry and Hermione back three hours. 
They were able to rescue Buckbeak and get Sirius out of Filius’ office 
before the dementors arrived." They had reached Minerva's rooms 
now and before he gave the password to open the door, Albus 
paused and looked at Minerva. "Sirius is Harry's godfather and he 
wanted to offer him a home. That won't be possible now, as he is on 
the run from the Ministry, however we owe him an explanation and | 
thought you might like an opportunity to reunite with one of your 
lions." 


The door opened and Minerva saw a large shaggy black dog sitting in 
the middle of her sitting room floor. Before she could speak, the dog 
turned into Sirius Black. He looked awful after his many years in 
prison, he was pale and thin and all the life had gone out of his eyes, 
the site broke Minerva's heart. He had been an infuriating student, 
but clever and talented and as she did all her Gryffindors she had 
cared very much for him. 


"Professor," he greeted her hoarsly and inclined his head. 
"I'm not your professor anymore," Minerva answered softly with a 
small smile. "Minerva will do. Please, sit down. Would you like some 


tea? I'm sure you're hungry." 


Without waiting for an answer she conjured tea, pumpkin juice, and a 
plate of sandwiches from the kitchen. Sirius did not hesitate to begin 


eating. Albus and Minerva took seats opposite him on the couch and 
Albus began the conversation. 


"Sirius, tonight you offered me many explanations and now we need 
to give you one of our own. | am afraid you will not be able to linger 
here for long, you need to stay ahead of the Ministry. Hagrid will be 
saddened, but | think it best if you take Buckbeak when you leave, 
both of you are fugitives now. Before you leave, however, there is 
something you need to know." He paused and reached over to 
squeeze Minerva's hand briefly. 


Sirius didn't miss the gesture. "Then you are involved," he exclaimed, 
sounding like a schoolboy. "We always knew it." 


Albus smiled, "Actually, we weren't involved when you were a student. 
Our friendship became more than friendship not long before 
everything we've discussed tonight occurred. However, that is not 
what we needed to tell you. As Harry's godfather, we feel it is only fair 
for you to know that we never left him with his Muggle relations as 
everyone believes. Minerva and | brought Harry here, to Hogwarts, 
eventually we adopted him and have raised him as our son. l'm afraid 
that even if your name were cleared we could not let him go with you 
as he is protected here, but also because we are a family. | must ask 
you to keep this a secret until such time as we are ready to reveal it, 
we all feel that it would be best for Harry if his schoolmates don't 
know the Headmaster and Deputy Headmistress are his parents." 


While Sirius finished eating, the three of them talked about Harry and 
agreed that Sirius should write to him, he needed someone in his life 
who had known James and Lily as friends rather than students. Sirius 
admitted that he had sent the Firebolt as a way of making up for so 
many missed birthdays and Christmases, but that of course he hadn't 
mean to frighten anyone. He also apologized for scaring them all so 
many times over the year and then Albus decided it would be best if 
he left. Sirius transformed back into a dog and Minerva complimented 
his skill before Albus accompanied him down to Hagrid's hut where 
Buckbeak was hiding. The two recently saved fugitives flew away 
together, disappearing into the night sky, Albus and Hagrid both 
wishing them a safe journey, and Albus returned to the castle. He 


headed not for Minerva's room or even his office, but to the hospital 
where he knew Minerva would be, checking on Harry and his friends. 


All three of them were fine and got to leave the hospital the next day. 
It seemed that Severus was more than a little upset by Sirius’ escape 
because that morning at breakfast he told all of Slytherin that 
Professor Lupin was a werewolf. Remus quit because he knew the 
parents would be sending owls with complaints soon and so, once 
again, Albus began the search for a new Defense Against the Dark 
Arts teacher. Harry was upset because Peter had managed to 
escape again and no one would know the truth about what happened 
to his parents, but Albus reminded him that by saving Pettigrew's life 
he had sent Voldemort a servant who was in his debt and that was 
something. Also, he had saved two innocent lives and that was a 
major accomplishment. As always, Harry felt better having talked to 
his father and he hoped that the next school year could pass without 
anything strange and life threatening happening. 


A/N: In the words of the great J.K. Rowling: I'm mostly writing this 
story for myself, it makes me very happy when someone likes it, but 
it's not the end of my world when they don't and | won't be changing it 
for them. By-the-way, as some of you don't seem to have caught on: 
what makes this interesting to me is not only how things would have 
been different for Harry but also for Alous and Minerva and there's 
only so much | can actually change. Thanks for your continued 
reviews. 


Chapter 17 - The World Cup 


"| assume Fudge and Bagman did not weight the dangers of such an 
event. Have they forgotten why it was canceled to begin with?" 


"No, they have not," Albus said calmly. "Steps are being taken to 
ensure the safety of the champions." 


"Such as?" Minerva prompted. 


"Such as no underage student will be allowed to enter, or put his 
name into the goblet," he added, cutting off her protest. "Each event 
will be evaluated by all judges based on safety and we're not using 
any of the traditional events. Bagman's staff have been working all 
summer to come up with a list of suitable replacements for 
consideration. After the fear our students lived in last year and with 
the threat we know is growing, it seems like a good opportunity to let 
them have a little fun. Besides, it will be a good way to foster unity 
and international ties, ties we may need as time goes by." 


Minerva raised her hands in defeat. 


"You will support me in front of the staff, then?" Albus asked with a 
smile. 


"Don't | always," she answered with mock exasperation. 


"| didn't like the idea myself at first, but | think it will turn out alright. 
The extra safety measures will make a big difference." 


"| hope so," Minerva said with a sigh. "Now, offer me something in 
return," she added with a coy smile. 


Albus chuckled and produced three large parchment tickets from the 
pocket of his robes. "I think | did pretty well, center of the pitch about 
halfway up. Right across from the scoreboard. Should we tell Harry 
this morning or wait until right before the match?" 


Ignoring his question, Minerva had some of her own. "How early do 
we have to arrive, how long should | book a campsite for?" She 
paused, "Albus, do we even have a tent?" 


Before he could answer, Harry came running into her office, once 
again brandishing a letter from Ron. 


"Mum! Dad!" He cried. "Ron's dad got top box tickets to the World 
Cup! They've asked me to come with them, Mr. and Mrs. Weasley will 
put us on the train. | can go can't |?" 


"Top box! How?" Minerva asked. 


Harry shrugged, "He works at the Ministry so | guess he got the 
tickets from someone there. Can | go?" 


Albus had seen the brief moment of sadness that flashed across 
Minerva's eyes the first time Harry asked that question. They had 
both been looking forward to taking this little trip as a family and he 
was about to tell Harry as much when Minerva cut him off with an 
answer that surprised him. 


"How could we say no to the top box?" she smiled at Harry. "You may 
go, but we're going to need some more details." 


After they worked out the details and Harry left happily to write to Ron, 
Albus sat on the corner of Minerva's desk, next to where she was 
standing. 


"He would have resented us if we didn't let him go with his friends," 
she said in answer to his unasked question. "And besides, it gives us 
some time alone." 


"You don't want to offer the third ticket to someone?" Albus asked, 
blue eyes twinkling with mischief as he drew Minerva into his arms. 


"What a pity," she said with an air of contemplative innocence. "It 
seems everyone | know already has a ticket." 


The next morning, Harry woke with a start. His scar was hurting and 
he had just had the strangest dream he could ever remember, he 
went in search of his parents before he could forget what happened 
in the dream. 


"Voldemort was there," Harry shuddered at the memory of what he 
looked like, "as well as Pettigrew, and an old man | didn't know. 
Voldemort and Pettigrew were discussing someone they had killed 
and someone they were going to kill, me, and then they killed the old 
man. That's when | woke up with my scar burning. Do you think it 
means anything?" 


Albus and Minerva exchanged a dark look before Albus sad, "I think 
it's very possible that it might mean something, Harry, but | can't be 
certain yet." He paused, "I think you were seeing something that 
actually happened, but as | said we cannot be certain." 


Minerva gasped when he said this and Harry looked horror stricken. 
"You mean | can see where Voldemort is and what he's doing?" he 
asked. 


"It's a possibility," Albus said calmly yet gravely. "Harry, | must ask 
you to tell us if you ever have any other dreams like this in the future." 


Harry promised he would and left to get ready for the day, his dream 
weighing more heavily on his mind than when he first woke up. 


A week later, Harry took his school things and flooed to The Burrow 
and Albus and Minerva packed the few things they would need and 
apparated to the Quidditch World Cup. Because of who they were, 
Albus had talked the officials into allowing them to arrive the day 
before the game instead of a week early as their tickets had stated. 
Upon arrival they were given the location of their campsite and Albus 
expertly paid the man with muggle money. They had done a better 
job than most of dressing properly, but the campsite manager 
remarked about Albus’ long hair and beard which he hadn't shortened. 


"Leave it long," Minerva had said, running her fingers 
through his beard fondly. "No one there will really be able to 
pass as a muggle anyway." And so he had left it long. 


Minerva cheated when Albus wasn't looking and used a bit of magic 
to help get their tent set up. He was having far too much fun with the 
idea of living as muggles for the length of the game. Minerva decided 
she was being much more logical about the whole thing. They 
needed magic for some things and at every World Cup she had ever 
been to almost everyone was using magic by the time the game 
started. Albus would get tired of muggle cooking and cleaning if they 
had to stay very long, she thought. 


The next afternoon, they walked around the area and ran into many 
students, former students, and friends. They didn't see Harry, but did 
run across Fred and George Weasley, who were looking longingly at 
the green Irish rosettes, so they knew Harry was there and safe. 
Minerva bought a program and an Irish flag and Albus bought two 
pairs of omnioculars and then it was time for the game to start. The 
followed the excited crowd through the trees lined with fairy lights and 
easily found their seats, which offered a perfect view of the entire 
pitch. Minerva looked through the program while Albus scanned the 
crowd with his omnioculars. 


Soon after they got settled Ludo Bagman's voice rang through the 
stands, introducing the team mascots. Albus and Minerva brushed 
the leprechaun gold out of their laps when it fell, laughing at the 
people scrambling to pick it up, they knew it would soon vanish. 
Minerva was more than a little pleased when Albus didn't show the 
slightest reaction to the Veelas, instead he wrapped his arm around 
her shoulders and looked at her adoringly while she rolled her eyes at 
the antics of the men all around them. It was the shortest World Cup 
game Minerva could remember, Ireland took an early lead and stayed 
well ahead of Bulgaria but then Viktor Krum caught the snitch and 
ended the game quickly. The one-hundred and fifty points weren't 
enough, however, and Ireland won the game, the fans in green went 
wild. After Fudge awarded them the cup, Albus and Minerva joined 
the crowd surging out of the stands and back toward the campsite, 
slowly making progress toward their own tent. 


No one had asked any awkward questions about them staying 
together, probably because they all assumed the tent would be 
magical like everyone else's and would contain several rooms. But 


Albus, true to form, had bought an authentic muggle tent and 
sleeping bags. They zipped the two sleeping bags together into one 
large bag and, after rehashing the better points of the game for a 
while, snuggled up together and fell asleep. A few hours later, they 
were awoken by the sounds of screaming and what sounded like 
hundreds of people running. Struggling out of the sleeping bag, they 
dressed quickly and ran out to see what had happened. A group of 
Death Eaters were levitating the campsite manager and his family 
and the scene all around them was utter chaos. Children and some 
adults were running into the forest and the Ministry officials were 
trying to rescue the muggle family without causing them to drop fifty 
feet to the hard ground, it was a complete disaster. Minerva's first 
thought was for Harry's safety with active Death Eaters in the area, 
but she knew she would never find him in this mob and could only 
hope he had found his way safely into the forest and wasn't going to 
try and do anything foolish like helping the Ministry. 


Albus and Minerva joined the group that was trying to help the 
Ministry and Minerva found herself working beside Bill Weasley. 


"Hello, Professor," he greeted her. 


"Mr. Weasley," she inclined her head. "Where is the rest of your 
family?" 


"Fred and George took Ron, Ginny, Harry, and Hermione into the 
woods, | lost dad and Charlie as soon as we got out here." 


Before Minerva could answer several people screamed and pointed 
up toward the sky over the woods. Turning, Minerva couldn't stifle a 
gasp when she saw the dark mark floating there. The Death Eaters 
apparated away and the Ministry was just able to catch the muggle 
family, who they quickly took away for a memory modification. Albus 
was at Minerva's elbow by the time she turned to look for him. 


"Come on," he said urgently and started guiding her toward the 
woods. 


It took them a long time to reach the edge of the trees due to the 
large and slightly panicky crowd and by the time they got there Arthur 


Weasley was coming out, followed closely by Harry, Ron, and 
Hermione. He made a brief statement and led the kids away and the 
crowd started to disburse. Albus and Minerva quickly caught up to 
them. 


"Are you three alright," Minerva asked all of her students, but she was 
looking at Harry. 


"We're fine," Harry answered. "Nothing dangerous happened to us, 
but um," he glanced at Mr. Weasley, "perhaps it would be a good 
idea if | told you about it Professor Dumbledore." 


Harry knew no one would question why he wanted to tell Dumbledore 
about what had happened and he let his parents lead him a short 
distance away from the crowd before telling them what had happened 
in the woods. He told them about losing his wand, or discovering that 
it was missing, and about the dark mark and the house elf who had 
his wand. 


"It was my wand that was used to raise the dark mark," he said in an 
awed sort of trembling voice. "I don't think that house elf did it, though. 
The voice we heard was much deeper, a man's voice." 


They talked it over for a while longer and then Albus suggested that 
Harry should rejoin the Weasleys in their tent, they would all see each 
other at school very soon. Neither Albus nor Minerva wanted to let 
Harry go after a close call like that, but they didn't know how to justify 
taking him with them for the night, not to mention the remainder of the 
holiday. Bidding him goodnight, they picked their way back to their 
tent, which had been leveled in the excitement. Albus didn't even 
protest when Minerva used magic to fix it and put it back up and they 
crawled inside and back into their zipped together sleeping bags, but 
sleep was a long time coming. They laid awake for a long time 
discussing what had just happened. 


"| think, given tonight's events and the guests we're going to have this 
year, that it might be a good idea to have Alastor at the school," 
Albus said thoughtfully. "The Defense position is still open." 


"He'll never agree to teach," Minerva reminded him. 


"| think he can be persuaded, and he owes me a favor," Albus told 
her. "I'll talk to him as soon as we get back, let's try to get out of here 
early." 


Minerva readily agreed and they got a couple of hours sleep and then 
joined the long queue at the apparition point just as the sun was 
beginning to rise the next morning. It took some persuading, but 
Albus managed to get his old friend Alastor Moody to agree to fill the 
Defense Against the Dark Arts position for the year. Alastor was a 
retired Auror and he was known for catching more dark wizards than 
anyone else. Albus felt better knowing he would be around since the 
Headmaster of Durmstrang, one of the schools participating in the 
upcoming Triwizard Tournament, was a former Death Eater whom 
Albus wasn't convinced had changed his ways. 


The students arrived a couple of days later and, as expected, they 
were very excited when Albus announced that the Triwizard 
Tournament would be played at Hogwarts this year. It hadn't been 
held in over one-hundred years because the death toll at the last few 
tournaments had been considered too high. Delegations from 
Beauxbatons and Durmstrang, two other European wizarding schools, 
would be arriving in October and then the Tournament would begin. 
Minerva had to interrupt Albus' speech at one point to keep him from 
telling an entirely inappropriate joke. He had heard it at the World 
Cup and she had been completely scandalized when he repeated it 
to her that night, she couldn't believe he almost told the students, 
some of them were only eleven. Alastor finally arrived near the end of 
the meal, Albus and Minerva had heard there was some trouble at his 
place that morning. Something about an attack, but they couldn't be 
sure if it had been real or not. Alastor had somewhat of a reputation 
for overreacting to non-threatening noises, some people would say 
that he had grown paranoid during his long battle with dark wizards 
but his friends knew that it was more like heavy suspicion coupled 
with uncanny amounts of caution. 


Mama-dar: Thank you so much for your kind review. That was 
probably the nicest thing anyone's ever said about my writing, you 
made my night. 


Palanfanaiel — You're completely right and | plan to keep on going. 
Knowing people like you are enjoying it makes it that much better. 
Thanks! 


Little Morgsi — Those things would be nice, you're right, but | just don't 
have room for some of that stuff. I'm trying not to write quite as many 
words as our dear Ms. Rowling. ;) But | promise there will be some 
good family moments in the next couple of chapters, I've had them 
planned for ages. 


A/N: | forgot in the last chapter to thank my pal Christy for the idea 
that led to the ending. Thanks, Pal! :) 


Chapter 18 — Choosing the Champions 


The only drawback to having the Triwizard Tournament, other than 
the fact that it was open only to students who were of age, was the 
fact that Quidditch had been called off for the year. Harry was glad 
Gryffindor had won the cup last year since they didn’t even have a 
chance this year. Minerva realized with a small amount of chagrin 
that she was pleased to be able to keep the cup in her office with no 
worries that another team could overtake Gryffindor and steal it away. 
Her birthday came and went and the weather turned truly autumnal, 
all signs that the Quidditch season was fast approaching, and 
Minerva wondered if she was the only one who had to remind herself 
that there was no opening match to get excited about. Instead there 
was the upcoming tournament and the arrival of students from two 
other schools to think about and it was making most of the staff 
nervous. 


Even the students noticed how nervous their professors had grown 
as October drew to a close and the arrival of their guests became 
imminent. Harry saw right through his mum when she yelled at 
Neville for his botched Switching Spell and he felt a bit sorry for 
Neville, being the one she took her nerves out on. Only Professor 
Moody didn’t seem to be concerned about the arrival of the 
delegations from Beauxbatons and Durmstrang, but then Harry 
supposed it might be difficult to tell if Moody was nervous considering 
the way his magical eye constantly rolled around in his head and the 
way he preached “constant vigilance,” he appeared to be consistently 
on edge. Finally, on the day before Halloween, the guests arrived and 
the students were excused from class early in order to greet them. 


All of Hogwarts gathered on the front lawn the evening of October 
30th, the students lined up by class and grouped by house with the 
staff in a line behind them. Minerva stood behind her seventh year 
Gryffindors, holding Albus’ hand (thank goodness for billowy sleeves, 
she thought) and alternated between watching the sky and the lake 
where she knew their guests would be arriving. The students, of 
course, were looking in all the wrong places until Albus announced 
that the students from Beauxbatons were arriving and a sixth year 
pointed out their huge carriage that was flying over the forest. Albus 
squeezed Minerva’s hand briefly before dropping it so he could greet 


Madame Maxime, the Headmistress of Beauxbatons, after they 
landed. Minerva sniffed disapprovingly when she saw the thin silk 
robes the French students were wearing, not at all appropriate for fall 
in Scotland. 


Not long after Madame Maxime led her students inside the castle, 
Lee Jordan yelled out “look at the lake” and Minerva smiled with pride 
that it had been one of her students to figure it out first. A large ship 
appeared in the middle of the lake and the students from Durmstrang 
began to disembark. A ripple of excitement washed through the 
Hogwarts students as they realized that Viktor Krum, the hero of the 
World Cup game, was among them. Minerva watched the 
Headmaster Karkaroff looking shrewdly at Hogwarts and saw the 
smile that didn’t reach his eyes and the little hairs on the back of her 
neck stood up. She didn’t want to feel suspicious, but she 
remembered him as a student, remembered all too clearly what his 
life had become when he left Hogwarts. Karkaroff had become a 
Death Eater and had escaped Azkaban only by cutting a deal with the 
Ministry and naming names, making him the worst kind of traitor and 
if possible lowering people’s opinions of him. Neither Albus nor 
Minerva was convinced that he had completely changed his ways, it 
was rumored that he taught the dark arts to his students rather than 
defense, and they were more than a little nervous about having him 
around the castle all year. After the Death Eater activity at the World 
Cup, it had seemed prudent to keep a much closer eye on Karkaroff 
than they might have before, one of the reasons Albus had thought it 
wise to bring in Moody. 


The staff filed into the Great Hall behind the students and a new wave 
of disappointment washed over Minerva when she saw the extra 
chairs that had been placed between herself and Albus, she had 
known it would happen but it was still disappointing. Now she would 
have to talk to Severus during meals for the rest of the year. Sighing 
inwardly, she walked to her seat and impatiently waited through the 
feast until Albus stood to explain how the selection of champions 
would be made. For some reason, she felt very uneasy when he 
reached the part about the binding magical contract, but she couldn’t 
explain it and tried to shake off the feeling, rationalizing that it was 
just a heightening of the nervousness she had been feeling all term. 
The feast ended after that and Minerva was forced to stay behind for 


a while and make small talk with Ludo Bagman and Barty Crouch 
who would be the Ministry representatives among the judges. Finally, 
they decided to call it a night and Albus took the goblet of fire into the 
entrance hall and placed an age line around it in order to keep 
students under 17 from entering their names. Bagman and Crouch 
watched this process closely and then bid Albus and Minerva good 
night and left the castle. When they were gone, Albus looped 
Minerva’s arm through his and they walked together to her rooms in 
silence. 


“You’ve been very quiet tonight, my dear, is anything wrong?” Albus 
asked once they had changed for bed. 


“No, not wrong exactly,” she said slowly, thoughtfully. “I’m sure it’s 
nothing, but | feel more than a little nervous about this tournament. 
Tonight when you mentioned the binding magical contract, | had the 
oddest sense that something was going to go very wrong and one of 
our students would be trapped into a life threatening situation.” She 
gave a small, forced sounding laugh, “I sound like Sybil, don’t 1? Well, 
never mind, I’m sure it was nothing.” 


Albus nodded and said nothing, Minerva wasn’t a woman to judge 
things based on feelings, she generally took a much more practical 
thoughtful approach to any situation and he couldn't help thinking that 
in this one instance she might be right. No matter how the tournament 
turned out, he knew this would be a difficult and stressful year for 
many of the staff and though most of them didn’t realize it, Minerva 
cared very much for every student at Hogwarts and she would worry 
for the champion all year. Albus suspected that the goblet might 
chose a Gryffindor student and if that was the case, he knew Minerva 
would worry twice as much as each of the tasks approached. He 
mumbled some words of comfort and stroked her hair as they slipped 
off to sleep, both wondering how the selection of champions would 
turn out tomorrow. 


The age line worked, and nobody was surprised when Fred and 
George Weasley ended up in the hospital wing with long white beards, 
the result of trying an aging potion to fool the goblet. They weren't the 
only Hogwarts students who had tried it and while Minerva was 


somewhat ashamed of them for trying to illegally enter the 
tournament, she thought it was at least proof that the age line had 
worked properly. Alous seemed almost as excited as the students 
and he spent half the afternoon either chuckling about the beards 
some students had grown (“I thought that was a nice touch.”) or 
debating who might be the Hogwarts champion. The feast that night 
couldn't come soon enough for anyone at the school and it seemed to 
drag out forever as they all waited for the goblet to return the names 
of the three champions. 


Finally, the meal was cleared away and Albus announced that the 
goblet should be declaring the champions in about one more minute. 
It was the longest minute of everyone’s life as they sat in the semi- 
darkness that now blanketed the hall and watched the bluish white 
flames dancing in the cup. Viktor Krum became the champion from 
Durmstrang and Fleur Delacour (who looked like a veela) from 
Beauxbatons, everyone was on the edge of their seat waiting for the 
goblet to give out the name of the Hogwarts champion who turned out 
to be Cedric Diggory from Hufflepuff. After the storm of applause 
ended, Albus started to speak again but stopped rather abruptly when 
the fire in the goblet turned red and another slip of parchment shot 
out. He took it and stared at the name for a while, every eye on him, 
until he called out “Harry Potter.” 


Minerva felt a wave of heat sweep over her, closely followed by a 
wave of icy cold, as her heart leapt into her throat. Before she even 
realized she was moving, she was on her feet walking past Bagman 
and Karkaroff and had laid a hand on Albus’ arm, indicating she had 
something to say. He leaned down and she started whispering to him, 
not really sure what she was going to say until she said it. 


“Albus, Harry could never have put his own name into the goblet. 
Someone else must have done it, but it’s a binding magical contract 
and now he has to play. This is bad and it’s going to cause a lot of 
trouble with the other schools. We need to talk about this, get Harry 
up here and then get rid of everyone else as quickly as possible.” 


Albus nodded and called Harry forward, he looked as confused and 
apprehensive as Minerva felt. As soon as Harry was in the chamber 
off the great hall with the other champions, Ludo Bagman was all but 


running for the door, Albus followed him with the rest of the judges 
right behind. Minerva quickly hurried after them and was surprised to 
see Severus walking along behind her. Once they were all inside the 
smaller chamber, Minerva closed the door and listened impatiently, 
her anger growing, as the other occupants of the room took turns 
blaming first Albus and then Harry for what had happened. When 
Madame Maxime suggested Albus had made a mistake with the age 
line, she had had enough. 


“Dumbledore, you know perfectly well you didn’t make a mistake!” 
She all but shouted. “Really, what nonsense!” 


Her anger seemed to bring everyone back to the matter at hand and 
after consulting Barty Crouch they decided that Harry would have to 
play. Everyone was so busy arguing that they didn’t even notice 
Alastor Moody enter the room until he spoke. He limped into the 
center of the room and voiced the idea that Minerva had been 
desperately trying to push away — that someone had entered Harry 
into the tournament as an attempt on his life. Hearing it sooken aloud 
made it seem that much more likely and gave a new weight to the 
idea and Minerva could tell that Moody’s story had unnerved Albus as 
well when he allowed a note of impatience to infuse his next 
response to Madame Maxime. The champions were told that the first 
task would take place on the 24th of November and they would be 
armed only with their wands and then Karkaroff and Maxime lead 
Viktor and Fleur away, all four of them still obviously upset that 
Hogwarts had two champions. Barty Crouch also excused himself 
and Albus summoned a house elf to show Ludo Bagman to his room, 
he was spending the night at the castle, then he sent Cedric back to 
his dormitory so he could celebrate with his house and gave Severus 
and Alastor a look that clearly said he wanted to speak with Harry 
privately. 


When everyone was gone, Harry nervously stepped closer to his 
parents, he expected them to be angry that he had somehow gotten 
chosen but instead they both turned to him with worried expressions. 


“I assume you were being truthful when you said you did not have 
an older student enter your name?” Albus asked him. 


“Of course,” Harry said. “I really don’t know how my name got in 
there. Do you think...| mean, was Professor Moody right, is someone 
hoping I'll die?” 


Without realizing it, Harry had stepped in front of Minerva wanting her 
to hold him, which she did automatically, wrapping her arms around 
his shoulders from behind. They both waited for Albus to say the one 
thing neither of them wanted to hear, but that they knew he was 
about to say. 


“It is possible...Alastor was right about the goblet. It would take 
someone very powerful and fairly well versed in the dark arts to 
confund the goblet into choosing a fourth champion.” He paused, 
“Harry, the tasks are going to be quite difficult and more than a little 
dangerous, despite the new safety measures. Because of the binding 
magical contract you cannot back out at any point so you're going to 
have to prepare very carefully and pay attention to any clues given. 
Also, if Alastor is correct, which | am afraid he may be, you need to 
be very careful all year, | don’t want you wandering around alone, 
alright?” 


Harry nodded and felt his mum’s arms tighten around him. “Who 
would want to kill me? Voldemort isn’t here, my scar hasn’t burned at 
all since that dream.” 


“| don’t know, Harry,” Albus sighed. “I just don’t know.” 


The three of them stood there in silence for a while and then Albus 
suggested they should all try to get some sleep and said that 
Gryffindor was probably waiting up to congratulate Harry, who 
mumbled that he didn’t feel very much like being congratulated. They 
walked together toward Gryffindor Tower and when Harry said a 
nervous good night Albus and Minerva forgot about the roles they 
played and Minerva bent to hug Harry while Albus ruffled his hair. 


“It'll be okay,” Minerva whispered in Harry’s ear. “There will be a lot 
of people watching out for you this year.” She hoped she sounded 
halfway convincing. 


Harry nodded and turned away from them to give the password that 
would let him into the common room. When he had disappeared 
through the portrait hole, Albus wrapped his arm around Minerva’s 
shoulders and guided her toward her own door. Once they were 
safely inside her rooms, he pulled her closer and wrapped his other 
arm around her; she wrapped her arms around his waist and they 
stood that way for a long time, neither of them speaking, just drawing 
strength from each other. After they had gotten ready for bed and 
Albus had pulled the covers up over them, Minerva finally spoke. 


“Who do you think could have done it, Karkaroff?” 


“It is possible,” Albus said thoughtfully. “If it was him then he is 
trying to curry favor with the other Death Eaters, he was a traitor to 
them thirteen years ago and will not be easily welcomed into their 
ranks again. He proved himself a coward that day, however, and it 
doesn’t exactly seem to be the sort of thing he would do.” 


“But who else could it have been?” She paused for a moment and 
then said, “You're thinking about Harry’s dream.” 


Albus nodded, “I wish he could have remembered more details for | 
am almost certain that was a real conversation. There was a report in 
the muggle papers in the days following that dream. A man named 
Frank Bryce disappeared, he used to be the Riddle’s gardener and 
still lived on the estate up until the time of his disappearance.” 


Minerva gasped, “Then he’s back in the country?” 

“It would appear so.” Albus tightened his hold on Minerva and she 
reciprocated by also tightening the arm that was around his waist, 
pulling herself even closer to him. “It appears your intuitions regarding 
the tournament were correct.” 


“I wish they weren't,” she sighed. 


“As do |, my dear, as do I.” 


They fell silent after that, but it was a very long time before either of 
them slept. A very long time. 


Harry also had a hard time sleeping that night. His dad had been 
correct and all of Gryffindor house was waiting for him in the common 
room when he returned, everyone except Ron. Harry desperately 
wanted to find Ron and Hermione, he thought that at least they would 
believe he hadn't entered his own name, none of the other students 
seemed to believe him. The twins congratulated him on fooling the 
age line and the goblet and Lee Jordan wrapped him in a huge 
Gryffindor banner, but all Harry wanted to do was go to bed where he 
could be alone. His mind was still reeling from the events of the feast 
as well as the things his dad and Moody had said. Who at Hogwarts 
would want to kill him? 


Chapter 19 — The First Task 


Harry didn’t turn up at breakfast the next morning and Minerva almost 
questioned Hermione who had come in alone until she saw the girl 
taking several pieces of toast with her when she left; Minerva could 
only assume they were for Harry who must have decided not to 
attend the meal. She shared a look with Albus across Karkaroff’'s now 
empty chair that sat between them and knew that he was also 
wondering what had kept their son from breakfast. Harry turned up in 
her office that afternoon and basically explained his absence. 


“Nobody believes me,” he told her, “they all think | did put my own 
name in the goblet. Even Ron! Hermione says he’s jealous because | 
always get all the attention, but it’s not as if | enjoy it. Sometimes all | 
want is for people to leave me alone, l’d gladly be a nobody for a day. 
He doesn’t understand that being famous isn’t fun, there’s just as 
much bad attention as there is good. It really hurts that my own best 
friend would treat me this way, he won't even talk to me.” 


Minerva sighed inwardly, privately agreeing with Hermione and 
thinking once again how grown up she was. “I’m sorry, Harry. For 
everything that’s happened to you. I’m sure Ron will come around, 
just give him some time, or you could do the grown up thing and talk 
to him first. At least Hermione is still speaking to you, she’s a good 
friend Harry, don’t take her for granted. And of course your father and 
| will always be here for you.” 


“I know,” he said. “I'll try to find a time to talk to Ron | suppose, but | 
don’t know if he’ll want to talk to me. Thanks, mum. | should probably 
go.” 


But he didn’t leave, instead he walked over to Minerva and wrapped 
his arms around her neck. She pulled out her wand and widened her 
chair a little so that Harry could sit down with her, which he did, he 
leaned his head against her shoulder and just sat there quietly. That 
was how Albus found them when he came to escort Minerva to dinner. 


The next three weeks were some of the worst for Harry, the whole 
school seemed to think that he had put his name into the goblet as a 


bid for more fame and attention and that he was taking away from 
Cedric’s victory as Hogwarts champion. Most of the students ignored 
him, except of course the Slytherins, led by Draco Malfoy, who all 
showed up to Potions on the second Friday after Halloween wearing 
buttons that read “Support Cedric Diggory — the REAL Hogwarts 
champion” and “Potter stinks.” The worst part of all of it was that Ron 
was still not speaking to him, he tried to talk to him like his mum 
suggested but Ron would always just walk away. Harry had faced 
hard times before, but had always had Ron on his side and he 
missed him greatly now. As a result, he spent a lot more time in the 
library with Hermione and a lot more time in his mum’s office, where 
at least he was with people who cared about him and no one else 
could find him to insult him. 


Things only got worse when an article appeared in the Daily Prophet 
that was supposed to be about the tournament, but was really about 
Harry. It didn’t help that not a word of the article was true. On the day 
that the champions had their wands inspected, a reporter named Rita 
Skeeter cornered Harry and drug him into a broom closet. She asked 
him a lot of very uncomfortable questions that he didn’t answer but 
she somehow managed to spin them into the article that ran in the 
paper a few days later, telling everyone how Harry still cried for his 
parents and that he was dating Hermione. This gave the other 
students more ammunition for their cold war against Harry and by the 
end of the week he was yelling at total strangers in the corridors at 
the slightest mention of his name. 


The Saturday before the first task was a Hogsmeade day and Harry 
was allowed to visit the village this year, but he didn’t want his day off 
to be ruined by people harassing him about being chosen champion 
so he wore his invisibility cloak. He and Hermione ran into Hagrid and 
Moody at the Three Broomsticks, that was when Harry discovered 
that Moody’s magical eye could see through invisibility cloaks and 
Hagrid asked Harry to meet him at midnight that night. Harry had no 
idea what Hagrid wanted, but he put his cloak on again and went to 
meet him. Hagrid led Harry around the grounds to an enclosure 
where thirty wizards were trying to control four enormous dragons. So 
that was the first task, to somehow get past a dragon using only his 
wand. Harry couldn’t remember ever feeling less prepared for 
anything and he wasn’t allowed to ask for help. 


As it happened, Harry found out about the dragons at almost the 
exact same time Minerva did. Albus had gone out to meet the dragon 
handlers when they first arrived and he was back in Minerva’s rooms 
by the time Harry, Hagrid, and Madame Maxime were making their 
way to the enclosure. 


“Preparations for the first task are underway,” he said. Then, trying 
to sound casual, he added, “The dragons are all safely inside the 
enclosure now and the handlers assure me they will be well 
controlled.” 


He should have known better than to try and slip it in off-handedly. 
“Dragons?!” Minerva shrieked. “You can’t be serious, Albus. What, 
how...dragons? What are the champions meant to do?” 


“They've brought in four nesting mothers and a golden egg will be 
placed among the real eggs. The champions have to get past the 
dragon and retrieve the golden egg.” 


“Get past the dragons?” Minerva’s voice was shaking. “How?” 


“Using any means they can think of,” Albus replied calmly. “They 
have their wands and they can use any means they feel necessary as 
long as it doesn’t cause harm to the dragon or her eggs.” 


“Damage to the dragons? Who cares if they damage the dragons, 
the students are more likely to be the ones damaged.” Minerva sank 
down onto the couch. 


Albus sat down beside her and patted her hand, “There are thirty 
dragon handlers here and they will all be standing by should the 
situation get out of hand. Our first interest is protecting the students, 
everything will be fine.” 


Minerva sighed and leaned against Albus’ shoulder. “I hope you're 
right.” 


The first task was to take place on Tuesday afternoon and Minerva 
hardly slept for the three nights between finding out about the 
dragons and watching the champions confront them. In the meantime, 
Harry had realized that both Madame Maxime and Karkaroff had 
seen the dragons and would probably tell Fleur and Viktor. He 
couldn't let Cedric be the only one of the four of them who had no 
idea what they would be facing, so he told him on Monday morning 
after breakfast. Professor Moody over heard him and called Harry 
into his office, for a minute Harry thought he was in trouble, but 
Moody wanted to give him some advice. All he said was “play to your 
strengths” and the only strength Harry could think of was flying. 


“Use what you have to get what you need,” Moody said and Harry 
left, not really feeling any better. 


Harry decided he would need to use his Firebolt and fly past the 
dragon. Hermione helped him practice summoning spells and by 
early Tuesday morning Harry was finally getting the hang of it, but he 
wasn’t sure he could summon his broom from such a great distance 
away. 


Harry sat in the Great Hall at lunch on Tuesday, unable to eat, 
pushing his food around on his plate while Hermione tried to reassure 
him that he would be okay. She sounded very anxious, though, and 
her words weren’t very encouraging. Near the end of the meal, his 
mum approached him. 


“The champions have to come down to the grounds now,” she said, 
looking every bit as worried as Hermione. 


They walked down toward the forest and Minerva stopped when they 
were about halfway, Harry turned back to face her. “Are you alright?” 
she asked. 


Harry swallowed and nodded. 
“The important thing is just to stay calm,” Minerva continued. “There 


will be wizards standing by, in case...in case things get out of hand.” 
She started walking again, her hand on Harry’s shoulder, until they 


reached the entrance to a tent that had been set up just outside the 
enclosure. “Wait in here with the other champions, Mr. Bagman will 
explain the...orocedure.” She paused, “You'll be fine, Harry.” 


“I know,” he said, feeling a need to reassure both of them. “It will be 
alright.” He placed his hand over Minerva’s where it rested on his 
shoulder and she tightened her arm around him in a brief one-armed 
hug. “Go on,” she said shakily. 


Harry took a deep breath and stepped into the tent to wait and 
Minerva walked around the tent and into the enclosure, her heart 
hammering so hard in her chest she was sure everyone would be 
able to hear it. She closed her eyes and whispered, “Please let him 
be alright,” not knowing whom she was calling on, just needing to say 
it. 


Albus was standing near the edge of the enclosure by the judges’ 
table talking to Madame Maxime and Barty Crouch when Minerva 
entered. She hated the fact that she would have to sit alone for this 
and balled her hands into fists inside her pockets in an attempt to 
stop them from shaking. Everything seemed to be in slow motion and 
Minerva felt like she was walking underwater as she moved to find a 
seat as close to the judges’ table as possible. Alous excused himself 
from the other judges and walked over to Minerva, standing with his 
back to the enclosure. 


He spoke so quietly she had to strain to hear him, “He'll be fine, 
Minerva.” 


“I know,” her voice sounded far away and strange even to her own 
ears. “I know,” she repeated. 


He squeezed her arm just above the elbow and let his hand linger 
there a moment, brushing his thumb back and forth over her arm a 
couple of times, and then he was gone. He had returned to the 
judges’ table and Minerva sat down slowly, no longer shaking but still 
just as worried, she didn’t even notice that the stands were beginning 
to fill up. It felt like a very long time before the whistle blew and Ludo 
Bagman came running out of the champions’ tent to start the event. 


Minerva held her breath until she saw the first champion enter the 
enclosure, it was Cedric Diggory. She released the breath, but sat on 
the edge of her seat, gripping it so tightly that her knuckles were 
turning white, her mouth drawn tight with worry, not even daring to 
blink in case something happened. Minerva wished Ludo Bagman 
would stop his commentary, he was only making things worse. She 
watched Cedric transfigure a rock into a dog in hopes of distracting 
the dragon, unfortunately it only worked for a moment and he was the 
victim of a very nasty looking burn. Finally, he got the golden egg and 
the dragon handlers came out to take the Swedish Short-Snout and 
her eggs away and bring in the Welsh Green. Minerva realized she 
was holding her breath again when she released it as Fleur Delacour 
entered the enclosure. Viktor Krum was after Fleur, both of them 
received minor injuries but succeeded in obtaining the golden egg, 
but Minerva was hardly paying attention so great was her anxiety for 
Harry by this point. 


Finally, after what felt like hours and yet only seconds at the same 
time, it was Harry’s turn. The dragon handlers brought out a 
Hungarian Horntail, possibly the most dangerous of all the four 
dragons used in this task due to the long spikes on her tail, both ends 
of this dragon could cause potentially fatal wounds. Minerva’s heart 
now felt like it was in her throat and she felt like her stomach was 
being clenched in a huge icy cold hand, she wasn’t breathing. Harry 
walked nervously into the enclosure and faced the enormous dragon 
head-on, seeing but not really seeing the crowded stands. He raised 
his wand and called out, “Accio Firebolt.” 


After a few moments, his broom could be seen flying around the edge 
of the forest toward him. Harry mounted his broom and took off into 
the air, baiting the Horntail and dodging the jets of fire she shot at him. 
Minerva watched, half rising from her seat as Harry dove and then 
rose into the air again, gasping when he narrowly missed the fire and 
screaming along with the rest of the crowd when the long spike on 
the end of the dragon’s tail swiped Harry’s shoulder. Before they 
knew it, it was over and Harry had the egg. He had done it faster than 
any of the other champions and as he soared out over the crowd, 
Minerva found herself almost running toward the edge of the 
enclosure to meet him, still shaking from the adrenaline that had been 
coursing through her body for the better part of an hour. She realized 


to her surprise that she was smiling at Harry as he came in to land in 
front of her, Hagrid and Moody had joined her by this point and 
Minerva let them congratulate Harry briefly before insisting he go into 
the hospital tent to see Madam Pomfrey. 


“That was excellent, Potter,” she said and Harry beamed at her. 


Harry went into the hospital tent and Minerva looked up to see Ron 
and Hermione hurrying over, Ron was as white as a sheet. She 
hoped he and Harry could forget the recent bad feelings between 
them, Harry was going to need all the friendly support he could get 
this year. The three of them came back out a few minutes later and 
the judges put up his scores: 8, 9, 9, 10, and 4. Minerva was 
outraged, four?! He had done better than that and Karkaroff knew it, 
but she supposed she should just be glad Harry had survived and not 
worry about his scores. Still, it was unfair. Despite Karkaroff’s 
abysmally low score, Harry was tied for first place with Krum. The 
champions were taken back into the tent and told that the next task 
would take place on February 24th, the golden eggs they had just 
retrieved held the clue to what they would be required to do. 


Minerva had lost Harry in the rush of students and professors 
heading back toward the castle, all of them chattering excitedly. It 
seemed that most of them were now willing to support Harry just as 
much as Cedric, now that they realized the truly dangerous nature of 
the tasks. For that, Minerva was thankful, she had seen how hard it 
had been for Harry the past few weeks with the other students 
treating him like an outcast. She turned around to look for Albus and 
found him standing right behind her. 


“I told you he would be fine,” he said, his eyes twinkling. 
Minerva sniffed and tried to sound disdainful, but she was too filled 
with relief and pride, “Yes, well | still say dragons were too dangerous. 


| don’t suppose you're going to fill me in on the next task?” 


“Later,” Albus said as they began walking back toward the castle. 


“Wait, what about Harry,” Minerva tried to hang back, but Albus took 
her by the elbow and guided her away. 


“Let him celebrate with his friends,” he said gently, “come on.” 


Minerva didn’t even bother to go break up the party in Gryffindor 
Tower that night, she was too relieved to care and just let them carry 
on, deciding that it was probably doing Harry a world of good to just 
be carefree and celebrate for a while. Albus had gone to his office 
shortly after they returned to the castle, he had some letters to write 
and other paper work to catch up on, and he didn’t return to Minerva’s 
rooms until after dinner. When he sat down beside her on the couch, 
Minerva put her book down and turned to him. 


“So,” she prompted, “the second task? You said you would tell me.” 


Albus chuckled at her insistence, “Alright, alright,” he said. “Actually, 
the next task shouldn’t be as difficult as the first one. The eggs the 
champions retrieved today contain a clue, in mermish, telling them 
everything they need to know for the second task, if they can figure 
out that it needs to be opened underwater. The task will be to dive 
into the lake and retrieve the thing they will miss most, there will be a 
one hour time limit imposed.” 


“The thing they will miss most?” Minerva asked. “And what might 
that be?” 


“Well, to put it more accurately, the person they will miss most.” 


“What? You mean other students, students who didn’t ask to be 
involved, are going to be put at risk as well?” 


Albus placed a hand on her shoulder, “My dear, relax. There is no 
true danger to the hostages, they will be put under an enchanted 
sleep and will not awake until they are above water again. | assure 
you it is perfectly safe, you know | would never truly endanger any of 
our students.” 


“Im not so sure,” she said, looking at him out of the corner of her 
eye. 


“They will all be fine, | promise.” Albus fished around for a change of 
subject. “Have you decided what you will wear to the Yule Ball yet?” 


Minerva smiled and shook her head, “Oh I’m sure lII find something. 
Have you chosen robes yet? You’ve always been more interested in 
finding just the right robes for every occasion than | have.” 


“Oh I’m sure I'll find something,” Albus said loftily, earning him a 
smack on the chest from Minerva. 


“Crazy old coot,” she said as Albus grasped her offending hand and 
pulled her closer. 


“Yes, but you love me anyway,” he said grinning. 
She laughed, “Says who?” 
In answer, Albus leaned down and kissed her soundly. When the kiss 
was broken, Minerva smiled coyly at him and said, “Alright, | suppose 


| do love you a bit.” 


Albus whispered in her ear, “Care to prove it?” Before scooping her 
up and carrying her into the bedroom. 


Chapter 20 — The Yule Ball 


On the first Thursday in December, Minerva announced to the fourth 
year Gryffindors that as part of the Triwizard tradition a Yule Ball 
would be held on Christmas Eve from eight to midnight in the Great 
Hall. It was open to fourth years and above, but younger students 
could attend as the date of an older student. The bell rang to end the 
class and Minerva called Harry back as everyone was filing out. 


“Harry, the champions and their partners have to open the ball.” 

“Partners?” He was confused. 

“Your dance partners, Harry. Your date,” she explained. 

“Oh,” he said, “but | don’t know how to dance.” 
Minerva contemplated that, he was correct. “Well then we'll just have 
to teach you,” she said matter-of-factly. “Just make sure you find a 
date, alright? It’s tradition.” 
Harry nodded, “Alright.” He left the classroom wondering if Cho 
Chang from Ravenclaw would go with him, but having no idea how to 


go about asking her. 


After class the next afternoon, Harry went to his dad’s office, entering 
when he heard him call out “come in.” 


“Ah, Harry, what can | do for you?” Albus smiled at him. 


“Well, | was wondering, if you’re not too busy...can | ask you 
something,” Harry said nervously. 


“Of course, my boy, of course. | always have time for you,” Albus 
gestured Harry to come closer. “Now, what’s on your mind?” 


“Well, mum told us about the Yule Ball yesterday,” Albus nodded. 
“And she told me the champions and their dates are expected to 


open the dancing so | have to take someone, and well... don’t know 
how to ask a girl out. How did you ask mum?” 


Albus looked thoughtful for a moment, “Well you see, Harry, with your 
mother and | it was different. We had been very good friends for a 
long time and just sort of fell into a romantic relationship.” Harry’s 
thoughts must have shown on his face because Albus chuckled and 
added, “I guess that’s not very helpful is it.” Harry shook his head. 
“Well, all you have to do is just be confident and walk up and ask. If 
she says no it’s not the end of the world, you’re young and there are 
many girls at Hogwarts. Do you have a particular young lady in 
mind?” His eyes were twinkling. 


Harry hedged, “Well, maybe...that is...| don’t know.” 


“What about Miss Granger, the two of you seem to get along well,” 
Albus suggested. 


“Hermione’s just a friend,” Harry said, shaking his head. 


“Well, there’s Miss Weasley, unless I’m much mistaken she seems 
a bit taken with you.” 


“Ron’s little sister?” Harry didn’t exactly sound disgusted, but it was 
close. He obviously saw her as a little sister himself. “Actually, | think 
| want to ask Cho Chang; from Ravenclaw?” 


Albus nodded, “She’s a very pretty girl and Seeker on the Quidditch 
team isn’t she?” 


Harry smiled shyly, “Yes.” 


“I’m sure she would be very happy to go with you, just walk up and 
ask her. The important thing is to remain confident,” Albus said, 
grinning. 


“Okay, I'll give it a try. Thanks, dad. Oh, mum said the two of you 
would teach me how to dance before the ball. Er, when would be a 
good time?” 


Albus thought about it, “Do you think you could find time to come to 
our rooms this weekend?” 


“Probably on Sunday,” Harry said. 
“Sunday it shall be then.” 


“Great, thanks! Bye, dad.” Harry turned around and left, still nervous 
about asking Cho but no longer feeling that it would be impossible. 


On Sunday afternoon, Harry managed to escape Ron and Hermione 
and go to Minerva’s rooms for his first dancing lesson. He hadn't 
managed to ask Cho to the ball yet, but he was determined to do it 
early in the next week, he thought he might feel a little less nervous if 
he at least knew how to dance before he asked her. Albus conjured 
some slow soft music and cleared the furniture out of the center of 
the sitting room. 


Turning to Harry, he said, “It’s really not that difficult. The first thing 
you should know is how to hold your dance partner and it’s important 
to feel comfortable with her. Take her right hand in your left and put 
your right arm around her waist.” Albus pulled Minerva closer and 
demonstrated. “Her left arm goes around your shoulders. Simple 
enough. Then you just move with the music and mind you don’t step 
on her feet,” he added with a smile. 


Albus and Minerva began to move with the rhythm of the music that 
was filling the room, swaying softly together as Albus led them back 
and forth, covering a short distance across the rug and turning small 
circles from time to time. Harry watched in silence, thinking how 
comfortable they looked together and how gracefully they moved. 
After a few minutes, Albus stepped away from Minerva and gestured 
for Harry to take his place. 


“Oh, | don’t know,” he said nervously. 


Minerva held out her arms to him, “It’s the only way you’re going to 
learn, Harry.” 


“I might step on your feet,” he said. 
“That's alright, come on,” she smiled at him. 


Harry moved closer and took her hand in his and rested his other 
hand on her hip. He was considerably shorter than Minerva and she 
kicked off her shoes to lessen the difference. They danced for a little 
while, until Harry finally felt comfortable leading and no longer 
stepped on Minerva’s feet every few steps. 


“That's good, Harry, you’re really getting the hang of it,” she said. 


“Thanks, mum. | feel like | can do this now. Can we practice again 
sometime before the ball though?” 


“Of course, now you should go to dinner.” 
“Oh, right. Okay then, thanks.” 


Harry left and Albus stepped closer to Minerva again, “May | have this 
dance?” 


“Of course,” she said with a smile and a slight curtsey. 


Albus bowed and took her in his arms as a waltz began to play. 
Halfway through the dance, Minerva spoke, “I guess we won't be able 
to dance at the ball?” 


“I think we could manage at least one, as much as | would like to 
keep you in my arms all night I’m afraid it will not be possible.” 


Minerva nodded and they finished their dance in silence and then she 
put her shoes back on and they went down to the Great Hall for 
dinner. 


After dinner that night, Harry saw Cho leave the hall and he quickly 
excused himself from the table and ran after her, managing to catch 
up while she was still in the entrance hall. 


“Cho!” he called. 
She turned back, “Oh, hi Harry.” 


“ Hi, he said, reminding himself to smile. “Um, | was 
wondering...that is if you're not already going with someone 
else...Would you like to go to the ball with me?” 


Cho smiled, “I would love to, Harry, thanks.” 


“Great,” Harry smiled, “I guess l'Il meet you in the entrance hall on 
Christmas Eve.” 


“Sure,” Cho agreed. “I have to go now, but l'Il see you around.” 


“Yeah, see you.” Harry turned and walked back into the Great Hall 
with a huge smile covering his face. 


Albus and Minerva had seen Harry run out of the hall and re-enter 
smiling broadly, Minerva shot Albus a questioning look and he smiled 
knowingly. A few minutes later Karkaroff left and Minerva shifted over 
into his seat. 


“What was that about?” she whispered. 


Albus smiled, “I believe Harry has just asked Miss Chang of 
Ravenclaw to the ball.” 


Minerva looked down to the Gryffindor table where Harry was 
whispering to Ron and Hermione, Ron looked impressed and Ginny 
Weasley seemed to be listening in and trying to cover up 
disappointment. Harry’s first date, she didn’t know how to feel: 
nervous, excited, happy for him, or sad that he was getting so grown 


up. 


“His first date,” she said softly. 


Albus patted her hand under the table. “He’s growing up,” he said and 
Minerva just nodded. 


Harry had a few more dancing lessons with his parents and then 
before he knew it, it was time for the ball. Mrs. Weasley had bought 
him a set of dark green dress robes when she did the school 
shopping in Diagon Alley the day the rest of them had been at the 
World Cup, but on the Sunday before the ball his parents had 
presented him with a set of dress robes, not knowing that he already 
had some. The robes that Albus and Minerva gave him were the 
prefect compromise of their styles, ornate meets practical: Gryffindor 
red with tiny little golden moons around the cuffs of the sleeves and 
the hem at the bottom. Harry hoped it wouldn’t hurt Ron’s feelings if 
he didn’t wear the ones his mum had bought, but he wanted to wear 
the ones from his own parents. After he had opened the box and 
thanked them for the robes, Minerva had asked him to be sure 
someone took a picture of himself and Cho and to get a copy for 
them. Harry said he would try and he ended up asking Ron to borrow 
Colin Creevey’s camera for the night so he could take some pictures 
of Harry and Cho. 


A little before eight o’clock on Christmas Eve, Harry and the rest of 
the boys from his dorm met the rest of the Gryffindors in the common 
room and they all walked down to the entrance hall as a big group. 
Cho was waiting for Harry near the bottom of the main staircase, 
Harry thought she looked beautiful and told her so. 


“You look beautiful, Cho.” 
She blushed, “Thanks. You look nice too.” 
“Thanks,” he grinned sheepishly at her. 


Before they had a chance to say anything else, Minerva bustled into 
the entrance hall and called all the champions and their partners over 
to line up outside the doors. The rest of the students would go in first 
and then they would proceed to the top of the hall in a line. Harry’s 
jaw dropped when he realized that Hermione was Viktor Krum’s date, 
and how did she tame her hair? He saw Ron looking murderously at 


Viktor and Hermione as he passed into the Great Hall and wanted to 
shake his head, Ron should have gotten his act together and asked 
her himself, Harry thought. He wasn’t given a chance to think about it 
anymore just then, however, as his mum had just given the signal for 
the champions to enter the hall. Harry smiled at Cho and offered her 
his arm and they followed the other champions and their dates into 
the hall and up to the small table that had been set up near the top of 
the hall. Instead of the five long tables that usually sat in the Great 
Hall, there were many smaller tables each of which seated about 
twelve people. Harry was surprised to see Ron’s brother Percy sitting 
at the head table with the other judges and felt like groaning when he 
motioned for Harry to sit next to him. Harry’s only consolations were 
that his dad was also seated at that table and he would be sitting with 
Cho during the meal. 


After everyone had finished eating, Albus motioned for everyone to 
stand and then moved all the tables to the sides of the hall and 
created a stage along one side with a flick of his wand. The Weird 
Sisters, a very popular wizarding band, took the stage and began to 
play. Harry took Cho’s hand and led her nervously onto the dance 
floor, as they assumed the proper position for dancing, Harry took a 
deep calming breath and recalled his parents’ lessons. Dancing with 
Cho turned out to be much easier than he had anticipated, she 
moved gracefully where Harry led her and they kept up a steady 
stream of conversation throughout the song, staring with their 
disappointment that Quidditch had been canceled this year. Harry 
found out during the course of the evening that Cho believed he 
hadn’t submitted his own name to the goblet and he thought he might 
have just fallen in love with her. As they moved around the dance 
floor, Harry watched some of the other couples who were passing by. 
He saw his parents engaged in their duty dances with the other 
judges before they moved on to dance with some of the rest of the 
staff. Near the end of the night, Albus managed to find Minerva and 
ask her for a dance. The Weird Sisters had started a waltz, secretly 
by Albus’ request, and everyone was amazed to see how gracefully 
the headmaster and deputy headmistress moved together. Minerva 
knew that the old rumors would be back in circulation by the morning, 
they had begun long before she and Albus ever got together and 
usually died out fairly quickly so she never paid much attention to 
them. Actually, people were usually so far from the truth that it was 


almost amusing. When the song ended, she regretfully parted from 
Albus, but not before he managed to whisper “until later, love” into 
her ear. He kissed the back of her hand in his usual gentlemanly 
fashion and they both moved on to find other dance partners. 


The only chance Harry had to talk to Ron during the ball was when he 
and Cho took a break from dancing to get butterbeers. Ron had 
waited too long to ask anyone and ended up going to the ball alone 
and he was in a horrible mood, he kept scowling in Hermione’s 
direction and muttering about Krum. It made Cho uncomfortable and 
Harry quickly drained his butterbeer and led her back onto the dance 
floor. When the ball ended at midnight he walked her to the 
Ravenclaw common room and said good night. 


Cho leaned up and kissed him on the cheek, blushing deeply, and 
said, “I had a really nice time tonight, Harry. Thanks.” 


He grinned at her, “I had a great time as well. Have a good night, PII 
see you tomorrow.” 


Harry turned and walked back to the Gryffindor common room, not 
paying attention to anything he saw along the way, smiling somewhat 
stupidly. He didn’t even see his parents walk by, but they did see him. 


“Albus,” Minerva said quietly once they were away from all the 
students, “I think it’s time for you to have a talk with Harry.” 


“About what, my dear?” Then realization dawned and what little bit 
of his face she could see above his beard had turned pink. “Do | 
really have to? Perhaps...a book...” 


“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed,” Minerva suppressed a laugh. 
Albus continued to look decidedly uncomfortable, “When | was a boy 


parents didn’t discuss such matters with their children. | had to figure 
things out for myself...ah, | see your point.” 


Minerva smiled knowingly and patted Albus’ arm, “You'll be fine. The 
main thing is that you need to stay calm, if you act embarrassed then 
he’ll be embarrassed. Don’t make him ashamed to ask questions.” 


“If you know so much about it, my dear, why don’t you talk to him,” 
Albus suggested. 


“Albus, this is a time when a boy needs his father. | can’t believe 
that after all the things you’ve told Harry about Voldemort you’re 
afraid to talk to him about sex.” 


They had reached their bedroom at this point and Minerva moved to 
take down her hair and brush it out, she turned back from the mirror 
and smiled at Albus. “It’s not as if you aren’t well versed in the 
subject.” 


“Minerva, that is hardly the point. | —“He stopped speaking when 
Minerva let her robes fall to the floor and soon forgot entirely what 
they had been discussing as he lost himself in his wife’s body. 


Chapter 21 — The Second Task 


In the days following the Yule Ball, Harry found excuses to wait for 
Cho after meals and walk her back to her common room or where 
ever she happened to be going, the day she reached over and took 
his hand his heart started beating so loudly he was afraid she might 
hear it. Ron and Hermione were still fighting about Krum, giving Harry 
yet another reason to be glad for time spent with Cho — at least it was 
quiet. On the day classes started again he found many other things to 
worry about. Rita Skeeter wrote an article in the Daily Prophet about 
Hagrid, telling the world that his mother had been a giantess and 
causing Hagrid to shut himself up in his hut for days. Even though 
she was actually a very good Care of Magical Creatures teacher, 
Harry couldn't bring himself to like Professor Grubbly-Plank who was 
filling in for Hagrid. There was also the golden egg to worry about, he 
hadn't yet figured out what the clue meant. When he opened it all 
Harry heard was a sort of shrieking noise and he was starting to feel 
panicky again as February 24th drew closer. Then one afternoon 
Cedric caught up to him and told him to take the egg with him and 
take a bath, he gave Harry the password to the prefects bathroom so 
that he could have a little more privacy. 


Harry had no idea what that was supposed to accomplish, but as he 
grew more desperate to figure out the clue he decided that it couldn't 
hurt to at least give it a try. Harry was reluctant to go sneaking into 
the prefects’ bathroom, however, and he asked his mum one day 
after class if he could use hers that night. At first Minerva found the 
request odd and then she remembered what Albus had said about 
the golden eggs, she assumed that Harry had somehow figured out 
that it needed to be opened underwater and she was glad he was 
doing so well. 


After dinner that night, Harry went back to the common room and 
worked on some of his homework until the room started to clear out a 
little bit and then he got his invisibility cloak and headed for his mum’s 
rooms. He didn’t want all of Hogwarts to know where he was going. It 
wasn’t yet so late that Harry felt a need to knock, so he used the 
password and let himself in; Minerva was sitting in an armchair in 
front of the fire reading a book and she looked up when the door 
opened. 


Harry threw off the cloak, “Hi, mum!” 
“Hello, Harry,” Minerva smiled at him. “Did you bring the egg?” 


Harry raised it up to show it to her. “Well, you know where the 
bathroom is, go ahead.” 


“Thanks!” Harry took off for the bathroom and filled the tub with 
warm water and his favorite bubble bath that he hadn’t used except in 
the summers since he was very young. 


Minerva went back to her book and heard the water running in the 
bathroom, followed a few minutes later by a horrible shrieking sound. 
She jumped and cringed at the noise and wondered what on earth it 
could be before realizing it was mermish singing. After a small 
internal battle, Knowing that she wasn’t supposed to help him, the 
part of her that needed the noise to stop won over. 


“Harry!” She called out. “Put the egg under the water!” 


A moment later the noise stopped and Minerva breathed a sigh of 
relief, only then did she feel guilty for telling him. Harry had put the 
egg underwater, but it still took him a few minutes to realize he 
needed to go underwater as well. Luckily, when Albus had 
rearranged the rooms for their family he had made sure they had a 
very large bathtub. There was far more than enough room for Harry 
to stretch out and dunk his head underwater to listen. He came back 
out of the bathroom about an hour later wearing his pajamas and his 
robe. 


“I think | figured out the clue,” he said, “but | have no idea how I’m 
going to accomplish this task.” 


“There are always a few simple ways to accomplish what you need 
to with magic, just do some research,” Minerva suggested. 


Harry nodded, “I will. Thanks for letting me use the tub.” 


“Of course, Harry,” Minerva said gently. “These rooms will always 
be open to you, even after you leave Hogwarts. This is your home.” 


“I know, thanks. | should go now, I'll see you tomorrow. Night!” 
“Good night, Harry.” 


After a brief hug Harry put on his invisibility cloak and left for the 
dormitories again. Albus entered from the bedroom not long after he 
left. 


“You just missed your son,” Minerva informed him after a hello kiss. 
“My son?” Albus teased, “Oh dear, is he in trouble?” 


Minerva laughed, “Of course not. He wanted to borrow the bathtub to 
work on his egg clue. Said he figured it out. And no | didn’t help him,” 
she added when he gave her his patented piercing look. 


Albus chuckled and took a seat on the couch, patting the space next 
to him so that Minerva would come and join him. “I would never 
suggest such a thing, my dear. Although, did | hear your lovely voice 
saying something about putting the egg under the water.” 


Minerva had the decency to look ashamed of herself and she ducked 
her head against his shoulder. He chuckled again and kissed the top 
of her head. “It’s quite alright, cheating is another of the grand 
Triwizard traditions, though | must say I’m surprised.” 


“Albus, you would have done the same if you had heard that 
horrible shrieking noise,” Minerva told him, sitting up to look him in 
the eye. 


“I’m sure | would have,” his tone was serious but the twinkle in his 
eyes gave him away. 


Minerva tried to glare at him, but ended up laughing and shaking her 
head instead. Then she fell silent, wondering if Harry would figure out 
how to survive in the lake for an hour. 


Harry, Ron, and Hermione spent a lot of time in the library for the next 
few weeks looking up ways to survive under water. As the second 
task grew closer they were no nearer to finding anything useful and 
Harry was starting to feel panicky, but then one day Ron came 
running up to him in the library looking very excited. 


“Harry,” he gasped out and Harry shushed him, looking nervously 
around for the strict librarian. “Harry,” Ron repeated more quietly, 
“Moody’s just given me a hint for the task. Unintentionally of course, 
but | overheard him talking to someone. You can use gillyweed, it will 
help you breath underwater.” 


“Gillyweed?” Harry asked. “But where will | get it?” 


Ron glanced around quickly and whispered, “I bet Snape’s got some 
in his potions cupboard.” 


“We can’t get in there,” Harry hissed. 
“Sure we can, you distract him next class and l'II slip in and get it.” 


“Ron, do you have any idea what Snape would do to you if he 
caught you in his personal supply cupboard?” Harry was horrified by 
the idea, but at the same time it was the only option he had at this 
point and the idea that Ron was willing to put himself on the line like 
that was touching. 


Harry and Ron worked it all out in the common room that night and 
during the next Potions class they sat near the door to Snape’s office. 
Harry waited until the perfect moment and threw a Filibuster’s No- 
Heat-Wet-Start Firework into Malfoy’s cauldron. It caused a 
tremendous explosion and in the ensuing chaos Ron slipped into the 
office and broke open the cabinet. He grabbed a wad of gillyweed 
and stuffed it quickly into his pocket and was back in his place behind 
his own cauldron before anyone knew he was missing. Harry was 
impressed. 


The night before the second task was to take place, Minerva came to 
the Gryffindor common room looking for Ron and Hermione. They 
were sitting in a corner with Harry attempting to work on homework, 
but actually all three of them were thinking about Harry’s adventure in 
the lake the next day. 


“Mr. Weasley, Miss Granger, could you come with me please,” she 
called out. 


All three of them turned around to look at her, wondering why she 
was looking so serious. Harry hoped Ron wasn’t going to get into 
trouble for stealing from Snape, but if that was the case why would 
she want Hermione as well? He couldn't figure it out and apparently 
neither could his friends because they both sat there looking at Harry 
stupidly for a moment until Minerva said “Now, please.” 


“Right, see you later, Harry,” Ron said as they both walked over 
uneasily to join Minerva. 


She led them out of the tower and back to her office where Albus was 
already waiting along with two other people they didn’t know, a girl 
from Hufflepuff and a very young girl who looked a lot like Fleur 
Delacour. Minerva conjured up two chairs for them, crowding the 
small office even further, and then took a seat behind her desk as 
Albus moved in front of it to explain. 


“The task the champions have to face tomorrow is to dive into the 
lake and recover from the merpeople something they will miss. The 
judges have decided that each of you is the person who will be most 
missed by each of the champions.” At this Ron and Hermione 
exchanged a look, they couldn’t both be there for Harry. “Mr. Weasley, 
you are the person Mr. Potter will miss most; Miss Delacour, of 
course you are your sister’s hostage; Miss Granger for Mr. Krum; and 
Miss MacDougall for Mr. Diggory. | am going to place you all under 
an enchanted sleep now and early tomorrow morning you will be 
taken into the lake to the mervillage. You will not wake until your 
champion rescues you from the lake and | assure you that no harm 
will befall any of you. Does anyone have any questions before we 
begin?” 


The four of them looked at each other rather nervously, but no one 
seemed to have any questions. Albus waved his wand over them and 
said the spell that would keep them asleep until they were back 
above water and would allow them all to survive under the lake the 
next day and they left them there, asleep, until just before dawn the 
next morning when they were taken down to the lake where the 
hostages were handed over to the merpeople. 


Harry had eventually gone to bed, wondering where his friends had 
gone and woke early the next morning still wondering where Ron was. 
He went down to breakfast, where eating was once again very 
difficult, and then made his way out to the lake to join the other 
champions. The stands began to fill up with people as Harry walked 
around the other side of the lake toward the judges table and the 
other champions. He looked back toward the stands and saw his 
mum sitting in the front row, off to the side closest to the judges table, 
even from this distance he thought she looked very nervous. He 
smiled at her and Minerva almost imperceptibly nodded her head at 
him and then turning around Harry caught his dad’s eye and received 
a smile from Albus. Shortly after that, Ludo Bagman came by and 
arranged the champions into a line at the edge of the lake. He blew 
his whistle and the task began. Harry began to frantically chew the 
gillyweed while he stripped out of his socks and shoes and waded 
into the lake. 


Minerva sat in the stands, watching Harry closely. Was he chewing? 
She had expected him to use the bubble-head charm as Cedric and 
Fleur had done, but Harry had apparently decided to use gillyweed. It 
was an original solution, but she wondered where he had obtained 
the plant, as far as she knew it wasn’t available in the student store 
cupboard. This train of thought was quickly banished as Harry and 
the other champions disappeared underwater. As the time wore on, 
some of the crowd grew restless because there was nothing to watch 
and others grew restless with anxiety and anticipation. Minerva 
looked around and saw the family and friends of the hostages and 
champions, they all looked nearly as nervous as she was. 


The time seemed to drag out, an hour had never felt so long, and 
then suddenly Harry’s head broke the surface of the lake and he was 


dragging Ron with him. Relief flooded Minerva’s senses and it took 
every ounce of self-control she possessed not to run up to them. 
Instead she sat and watched as Poppy fussed over them, wrapping 
them in thick blankets and forcing a strong pepper-up potion down 
their throats. Cedric and Viktor came back with their hostages shortly 
after Harry and Ron returned and they were all subjected to the same 
treatment by the school nurse. Fleur Delacour had appeared in the 
meantime from a completely different part of the lake, looking most 
distressed. She had gotten attacked by grindylows and did not 
manage to find the merpeople or her sister. 


After all the champions were out of the lake, the merchieftainess 
came to the surface and Albus had a brief conversation with her. 
Fleur’s sister was returned to the surface, completely unharmed, and 
then the judges gave their scores. Once again, Karkaroff gave Harry 
an unfairly low score, although not as low as he had after the first 
task. The other judges gave him full marks because he had been the 
first to return and the only one under the one hour time limit, although 
only just. Cedric also scored high for returning only one minute 
outside the time limit, he and Harry were now separated by only a few 
points. Ludo Bagman announced that the final task would take place 
on June 24th and Madam Pomfrey barely waited for him to finish 
before rushing the eight children who had been into the lake back to 
the castle to dry off and warm up. She kept muttering about letting 
people go into the lake in the middle of winter. 


Minerva didn’t have a chance to congratulate Harry after this task 
because Poppy had taken him away so quickly, so she had to wait 
until later and then make up an excuse to seek him out in the 
common room and tell him how well he had done. She was very 
relieved to have four months of calm before the next task took place, 
but made a note to ask Albus what it would be at the first possible 
opportunity. Not having anything to do for the rest of the afternoon, 
and still too keyed up from the day’s events to get any work done, 
Minerva decided to look for Alous and made her way to his office. 
She found him there, writing a letter to Sirius about the second task. 


Sirius had stayed in touch sporadically with both Harry and Albus, he 
was back in Hogsmeade, hiding out in a cave in the hills just outside 
of town. He wanted to come up to the school and watch the tasks, but 


Albus and Minerva didn’t think that would be a good idea since the 
students were not allowed to have dogs and he would be 
conspicuous. So Sirius waited, half starving, in a rocky hole in the 
hills for news of each task as soon as it was over. 


Minerva entered Albus’ office and perched on the edge of his desk, 
“Albus?” 


“Hmm?” he asked, never looking up from his letter. 


“Do you find it odd that Crouch hasn’t shown up for the last two 
Triwizard events, and that he made Percy Weasley his personal 
assistant so quickly? According to Harry, Crouch didn’t even know 
Percy’s last name at the World Cup.” 


Albus finally looked up, but he didn’t answer for a moment. “Yes, | do 
think it’s odd. No one has seen him in months apparently, he sends 
directions into the office by owl. They’re saying he is ill, but | don’t 
understand why he wouldn't go to St. Mungo’s if he was ill, or why it’s 
taking him so long to recover.” 


Minerva nodded, “Do you have any alternative explanations?” 


“Unfortunately, none that really make sense, but | will say that he’s 
not the first Ministry employee to go missing this year.” 


“Bertha Jorkins,” Minerva said. “You think the disappearances are 
related?” 


Albus sighed heavily, “I think at this point that anything is possible.” 
He glanced back at the letter on his desk, “Do you have anything you 
want to say to Sirius?” 


Minerva leaned over and read what he had already written, “Just tell 
him that I’m thinking about him. You know, perhaps we should send 
him some food, he can’t be eating well out there.” 


Albus nodded, “I think Fawkes might be up to that job. I'll get 
something from the kitchens later and send it to him, but | want to 
send this letter about the task now so that he can stop worrying.” 


“Alright. Do you have plans for the afternoon?” 
“No, did you have something in mind?” Albus asked with a sly smile. 


Minerva shook her head, “You have such a one tracked mind, Albus. 
| was going to propose a game of chess.” 


He chuckled, “Alright then, chess it is. You go set up the board, I'll be 
there in a few minutes.” 


Harry had also written a letter to Sirius about the second task, he had 
asked to be kept up to date on everything that happened this year 
and Harry meant to keep his promise. He didn’t know that Sirius was 
in Hogsmeade, his parents had been afraid Harry would do 
something foolish like sneak off to meet him and draw attention to the 
hiding place, so he just wrote letters and hoped Sirius was alright 
where ever he was. That afternoon, there was another party in 
Gryffindor Tower to celebrate Harry’s lead in the tournament, he 
participated gladly, thinking that he had months before he needed to 
think about the third task. They weren't even receiving instructions 
until a month before it would occur and Harry hoped not to have to 
think about it at all during the intervening three months. 


bookwmnjan — That’s the whole point! (That this time he has parents.) 
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Chapter 22 — The Third Task 


As the weeks passed there was still no news of Barty Crouch or 
Bertha Jorkins, who had gone missing over the summer when she 
went to Albania on holiday. Minerva could tell that Alous was growing 
uneasy with the situation. There had been many signs over the past 
months that Voldemort may indeed be rising again and it could all be 
traced back to Peter Pettigrew’s escape at the end of the last school 
year. One day early in March, Severus came to the office to tell Albus 
that his dark mark had been growing darker. It was more clear than 
he had seen it in thirteen years, the most obvious and the worst of the 
signs that Voldemort’s return was eminent. 


All of the Death Eaters, which had included Severus before he 
changed his mind and became a spy for Albus, had the dark mark 
tatooed on their left forearms; when Voldemort wanted to call them to 
him he would touch the mark of one Death Eater and they were all to 
apparate to his side. Severus, if possible, was more worried than 
Albus about the reappearance of his mark; he was not eager to 
resume his role as a double agent. Karkaroff was also growing 
anxious, he too had been a Death Eater, and had sold out many of 
his fellows to the Ministry in order to escape Azkaban prison. If 
Voldemort returned, he would be near the top of the list to be killed 
and he was driving Severus crazy talking about the mark, as Severus 
wasted no time in telling Albus. 


Even with all of this information, there was nothing they could do but 
wait. Minerva could see that Alous was growing distracted with the 
weight of these new developments and she tried to be as supportive 
as she could and distract him whenever possible. He still knew very 
little and although some things seemed inevitable, they had no way of 
knowing how soon they would occur and there was not yet enough 
information to take action. The sitting and waiting was horrible for 
both of them and Minerva suggested that they focus on getting 
through the Triwizard Tournament and the end of the school year first. 


Harry was continuing to see a lot of Cho, there had been a 
Hogsmeade day the weekend after the second task and they had 
walked into town together. He seemed to really enjoy her company, 
but when Minerva saw them kissing in the courtyard one afternoon 


she reminded Albus about the talk he said he would have with Harry. 
He grumbled and complained and looked nervous again, but 
promised he would find a time to talk with the boy. That was why, one 
Friday at breakfast Harry received a note asking him to come to the 
Headmaster’s office after class that day. Ron and Hermione, of 
course were curious, and actually so was Harry, but they all decided 
it must have something to do with the tournament. When he left his 
dad’s office that afternoon, however, Harry was in a daze and he had 
no idea how to explain to his friends the reason for the meeting. It 
was the first time in his life he was truly upset with his mum, as the 
whole thing had been her idea. 


Harry had arrived in Albus’ office after classes, as requested, and 
was surprised to see that he looked a little nervous. His dad never 
looked nervous, immediately Harry had a feeling that something bad 
had happened. 


“Oh, Harry, yes hello. Um, have a seat. Sherbet lemon?” Albus 
offered. 


Harry took the candy and sat down, looking quizzically at Albus, who 
tried to pull himself together and remain calm. 


“| just thought we should have a little chat,” he said. “Now that you 
and Miss Chang are dating, that is well, your mother thought it would 
be a good idea....” 


Harry now had a pretty good idea of what this was about. “That’s ok, 
dad, really! |, er, sort of know about that stuff and don’t worry it’s not 
like that with me and Cho.” He hoped that worked, he was not ready 
to discuss this with anyone, much less an adult. 


Albus looked a bit relieved, but he continued, “I’m afraid we should at 
least discuss it, Harry. | want you to be comfortable bringing any 
questions to me rather than your peers who are often misinformed. 
Since you already basically know how things, er, happen, maybe we 
should talk about consequences and preventing them, and | mean 
emotional consequences as well.” 


He went on to tell Harry that of course waiting until he was older was 
the best course of action and fourteen was certainly too young, but 
that for future reference there were several potions and spells he 
should be aware of. Albus talked about not forcing the girl or woman 
in question and waiting until he was really in love to take certain steps 
in a relationship. Harry could feel the heat and knew his cheeks 
would be bright red for some time to come, inside his head a low 
buzzing noise was starting. Albus, on the other hand, could hear his 
own voice in the room but it sounded as though someone else was 
speaking and he only took in about half of his own words. Why didn't 
they have a daughter so that Minerva had to be the one to do this, he 
briefly thought, and then realized that she must actually have to talk 
to many of the female students about certain other maters. That 
would explain why she could remain so calm about it, Albus was a 
flustered wreck, he only hoped Harry was paying attention. He started 
thinking that perhaps they should institute a sexual education course 
for fifth or sixth year students, definitely an idea to discuss with 
Minerva. 


Harry had never been so relieved to get away from his dad when he 
left close to an hour later, he all but ran back to the common room. 
Ron and Hermione asked what Albus wanted and Harry just told 
them it was about the tournament and he couldn’t talk about it. He 
wasn’t sure they believed him, but that was all the information they 
were going to get. As soon as Harry left, Albus sat back in his chair 
and closed his eyes with a sigh. Of all the things he had faced in his 
life, how was it that a simple talk with his son had been one of the 
hardest? He shook his head, hot chocolate, a sherbet lemon, and a 
few minutes with Minerva should help him steady himself again and 
he went in search of his three favorite things. 


A month before the third task was to take place, Ludo Bagman came 
to Hogwarts to tell the four champions what it would be. Now that he 
knew what was coming, Harry started practicing various spells and 
hexes that would help him get through the task. Ron and Hermione 
helped him and Minerva let them use her classroom so they wouldn't 
get caught practicing all over and possibly get into trouble. Harry was 
beginning to grow confident in his ability to get through this task, 
actually it seemed much easier than the two he had faced already. All 
he had to do was get through a maze that was filled with various 


magical creatures and spells he would have to break, whoever 
reached the Triwizard Cup in the center of the maze first would earn 
the most points. Harry would get a slight head start as the champion 
with the most points, followed closely by Cedric, then Viktor, and 
finally Fleur who was lagging behind the others due to her poor 
showing at the second task. 


The three of them would meet during lunchtime and after class to 
practice the spells and also spent a good deal of time in the library 
looking them up. All of this extra practice on top of his homework, of 
which there was a good deal more this year than in previous years, 
was wearing Harry out. The weather had been growing warmer, 
making everyone a little bit more lazy and one day Harry accidentally 
fell asleep in Arithmancy. He woke screaming in pain from another 
dream about Voldemort and hastily excused himself to go to the 
nurse. In reality, however, he ran to his father’s office as quickly as he 
could. 


“| had another dream,” Harry said. “It was the same house from this 
summer and Voldemort and Pettigrew were there, with this big snake. 
Voldemort said that someone had died, Pettigrew’s mistake had been 
fixed, something like that, and that instead of feeding Pettigrew to the 
snake he...that he would be feeding me to it. Then he tortured 
Pettigrew. | woke up with my scar burning and came straight here. Oh, 
and I’m sorry | fell asleep in class.” 


Albus waved that last part off and sat in silence for a few moments 
thinking about what Harry had told him. Then he walked over to the 
cabinet and withdrew his Pensieve, Albus added his thoughts about 
what Harry had just said and swirled the silvery-white liquid around. 
They watched Snape talking about his dark mark and Bertha Jorkins 
when she was still at school, talking about being teased by some boy. 
Harry sat quietly and waited while his dad thought about everything. 
After a few minutes, Albus turned back to Harry. 


“Did you see Voldemort during the dream?” 


“No, | saw the back of his chair, but | couldn’t have seen him, he 
doesn’t have a body...wait, how could he hold a wand?” 


“Exactly, Harry,” Alous agreed. 


Albus continued pacing around in his office and Harry sat staring at 
the desk, both of them lost in thought, for a few more minutes until 
Harry asked about Snape and what he had been talking about. 


Sighing, Albus took a seat behind his desk, “Professor Snape used to 
be a Death Eater, Harry.” Harry couldn't help himself, he gasped, and 
Albus nodded, “However, before the end of the war he rejoined our 
side of the battle and became a spy for me, bringing me information 
from within Voldemort’s ranks.” 


“ And Karkaroff?” Harry prompted, Snape had mentioned the 
Durmstrang Headmaster. 


“Yes, he too was a Death Eater. After his capture, he made a deal 
with the Ministry. In exchange for his release from Azkaban, he 
turned in the names of some of his fellows, calling it a show of good 
faith that he regretted his actions.” 


“He just didn’t want to go to prison,” Harry exclaimed before he 
really thought about it. 


Albus just nodded absently, “That may be true, Harry. I’m afraid we 
will not know for sure until it is too late, but when Voldemort returns 
Igor is likely to die.” 


“Because he was a traitor,” Harry stated more than asked and Albus 
nodded once again. 


Not long after that, Harry felt like it was time to leave and he excused 
himself to go back to the common room. For the first time in a long 
time, he did not discuss his discoveries with his friends. It didn’t feel 
right, but also Harry wanted a chance to think it over on his own 
before Hermione started looking things up in the library and Ron 
started spouting rubbishy theories. 


Before anyone knew the time had passed, June 24th arrived and it 
was time for the last task. The rest of the champions got to invite their 
families to come and watch and since they were excused from exams 
they were able to spend the day with their guests. Since Harry’s 
family was already at the school and were both busy all day, Minerva 
had asked Harry if there was anyone else he would like to invite. 
Ron’s parents had always been very nice to him and Harry thought 
maybe they would enjoy the chance to watch the end of the 
tournament, so Minerva had written to them and Molly came along 
with their eldest son Bill, whom Harry had met during the World Cup. 


Even though Albus had banned her from the grounds, Rita Skeeter 
was still writing articles about life at Hogwarts. Namely, articles about 
Harry. The morning of the third task she wrote that he had collapsed 
in class and stormed out complaining about his scar. She brought up 
the fact that he could speak Parseltongue and concluded by saying 
that Harry was mentally unstable. It was not the best start to his 
morning when he had the final task to think about for that night. Harry 
spent the day with Bill and Molly and then after dinner, Albus stood 
and sent the champions down the maze. 


Minerva had been recruited to patrol the edge of the maze with 
Hagrid, Filius Flitwick, and Moody and she met the champions at the 
edge of the tent, wanting to wish Harry good luck but unable to do so 
in front of so many people. She took up her position at one side of the 
giant maze that now covered the Quidditch pitch as the stands were 
filling and soon heard Ludo Bagman sending each champion into the 
rows of hedges. From time to time she could hear shouts from within 
the maze and wondered what was going on, both times she saw red 
sparks shoot into the air, signaling that someone needed rescuing, 
her heart jumped up into her throat and refused to come down until 
she saw that it had been Fleur and Viktor who were carried out. Now 
only the two Hogwarts champions remained inside and as the time 
passed, her anxiety grew. 


Albus had estimated that it would take about an hour for one of them 
to reach the center of the maze and collect the cup and as the one- 
hour mark drew near things grew eerily quite within the maze. Harry 
and Cedric must both be nearing the center, she reasoned, and the 
large hedges were blocking the noise. But as the time continued to 


pass and no more sounds were heard or red sparks seen, she began 
to grow truly worried. Walking quickly along her side of the maze, 
Minerva reached the end near the stands and looked around for 
Albus. He was sitting in the front row with the other judges and was 
checking his pocket watch, he appeared calm but knowing him as 
well as she did Minerva could see that he too was growing anxious. 


A bit more time went by and then the maze was searched, there was 
no sign of either Harry or Cedric within and the cup was also missing. 
Nobody had any idea what this could mean, but it wasn’t a good sign. 
No longer needing to patrol the maze, Minerva stood near the edge 
with Albus and some of the other professors. She couldn’t ask him 
the questions she wanted to because of the presence of so many 
others and also could not think of a good enough excuse to ask him 
for a private word. Everyone waited in tense silence, the students and 
guests in the stands growing restless and worried as they saw the 
professors and judges looking anxious. 


Finally, after what felt like hours, Harry and Cedric appeared on the 
lawn just outside the maze. Harry was holding onto Cedric and the 
cup and they had both landed face down in the grass. Everyone 
screamed and complete chaos broke out as people came running 
from the stands onto the lawn. Albus reached Harry’s side first and 
turned him over, breaking his grip on the cup, but Harry would not let 
go of Cedric. 


“He’s back,” Harry said. “He’s back. Voldemort.” 


Minerva was fighting her way through the crowd that had seemingly 
appeared out of nowhere to get to Harry’s side. How had Albus 
managed to get there so quickly, she wondered, he had been 
standing right next to her a moment ago. Probably because he wasn't 
frozen by panic the way you were, she answered herself. She 
reached the spot where Harry had landed to find only Cedric and the 
cup, Albus had walked away to speak to Mr. and Mrs. Diggory and 
Harry was nowhere to be seen. Looking around frantically, she saw 
Moody dragging him away. 


Albus had picked Harry up and asked him to wait for him before he 
walked off to speak to Cedric’s parents. Moody had come along 


almost immediately and began guiding Harry toward the castle. 
Harry’s head was swimming, it ached, and he couldn't see clearly yet, 
but he knew he was supposed to stay put. 


“Dad said wait,” he said in a small weak voice. 


Moody ignored him and kept walking toward the castle and then 
Minerva’s voice rose above the pandemonium calling “Harry!” 


“Mum?” he said in that same small voice, trying to break out of 
Moody’s grip. 


A few people heard what Harry had said about “mum and dad,” but 
having read all of Rita Skeeter’s articles, they decided that he was 
indeed unbalanced as she had suggested and thought he was 
hearing Lily and James. Moody just kept his steady progress toward 
the castle with Harry in tow. It had taken Minerva very little time to 
spot them moving away from the crowd and as she turned to call for 
Albus he saw it as well and took off after them. Minerva followed, 
almost at a run, and soon saw Severus running up after her. As they 
walked, Minerva kept wondering why Alastor would take Harry away 
when Albus had told him to wait and then it hit her. That was not 
Alastor Moody, Alastor would never have done this. But who was it? 


Minerva quickened her pace, keeping up with Albus’ long strides by 
running, she called out Harry’s name one more time and saw him 
fighting to break free. Whoever was impersonating Moody, however, 
had a very strong grip and Harry was weak from whatever had 
happened to him before he reappeared outside the maze. Albus, 
Minerva, and Severus followed Harry and Moody into the castle and 
up to the Defense Against the Dark Arts office. Harry’s struggles to 
get back to Minerva each time he heard her calling him had slowed 
them down enough that all five of them were able to enter the office 
before Moody could close the door. 


“Let him go,” Albus said calmly, but angrily. 


The imposter turned around and smiled evilly, “I don’t take my orders 
from you, Dumbledore. | serve a higher master.” 


Harry was getting scared, what was Professor Moody talking about 
and why had he taken him from outside? Minerva was also growing 
uneasy, she could think of only one “master” that a wizard would 
speak of that way. 


Albus was radiating power and his anger was visible. “Let him go,” he 
repeated, “or | will be forced to take action.” 


Moody’s impersonator was distracted and Harry finally wrenched 
himself free of the older man’s grasp. In the next moment, several 
things happened very quickly. Albus drew his wand and seeing it, 
Harry ducked to the floor, almost crawling toward Minerva. No sooner 
than Harry had ducked out of the way, Albus stunned the imposter, 
who hit the floor with a soft thump. Harry had stood again once he 
had gotten past Albus and he was now standing half behind and half 
beside Minerva, who was holding him and shielding him at the same 
time. Severus was looking on at the whole scene with an unreadable 
scowl on his face. 


Chapter 23 — More Truths Unveiled 


Harry had injured his leg inside the maze and it was starting to give 
out on him, he limped over to a chair as he spoke. "Wh-what was 
Moody talking about, what 'master'?" Then he remembered, "There's 
a Death Eater here, at Hogwarts! Voldemort said so, that's who put 
my name in the Goblet of Fire." 


"That is not Alastor Moody, Harry," Albus said, confusing Harry even 
more. "I think we have also found the Death Eater." 


"Maybe he should go see Poppy first," Minerva suggested gently, 
walking over to Harry and putting a hand on each of his shoulders. 


"No," Albus said firmly, "he needs to stay and understand. Severus, 
would you please bring me your strongest truth serum and get the 
house elf Winky from the kitchens." 


Severus turned and left and Harry and Minerva watched in silence 
while Albus took a flask and a set of keys from within the pocket of 
the impersonator. He had to open all seven of the locks on Moody's 
trunk before he found what he was looking for, the final compartment 
opened to a deep pit with the real Alastor Moody inside. He looked 
thin and weak and big chunks of his gray hair were missing. Albus 
covered him with the imposter's cloak and climbed back out of the 
trunk, then he took the flask and emptied the contents onto the floor. 


"Polyjuice potion,” he said. "Simple, yet brilliant, as Alastor never 
does drink from anything other than his flask, but they needed to 
keep him alive and close by. | think, however, that tonight he may 
have forgotten to take it often enough. We will know soon." 


Albus pulled up a chair and sat down to wait, Minerva smoothed 
Harry's hair back off his forehead and kept standing, but she was 
watching the imposter Moody just as closely as the other two. Slowly, 
he began to change and Moody's magical eye and wooden leg fell off 
the body as they were replaced by the owner's own eye and leg. Just 
as the transformation from Moody into a younger man was completed, 
Severus returned with the veritaserum and Winky the house elf, 
whom Harry had met in the top box at the World Cup. She had been 


released by Mr. Crouch because she was found with Harry's wand 
just after the Dark Mark had appeared in the sky and had come to 
work at Hogwarts. 


"Barty Crouch!" Severus exclaimed, causing Minerva to turn her head 
sharply and look at him. 


Harry was confused, "That's not Mr. Crouch." 
"That is his son, Bartemius Crouch Jr., Harry," Albus explained. 


Winky grew very upset upon seeing Crouch Jr. lying on the floor, but 
Albus simply asked her to move aside as he gave him the truth potion 
and performed the counter spell to the stunner he had used earlier. 
Crouch opened his eyes and as Albus questioned him, he told them a 
horrible and shocking story. He had been sent to Azkaban when he 
was very young, shortly after that his mother grew ill and was about 
to die, she convinced Crouch Sr. to break their son out of prison as a 
last favor to her. Using Polyjuice Potion, mother and son switched 
places on a visit to Azkaban and when Mrs. Crouch died, everyone 
thought it was Crouch Jr. Her death was later staged and an empty 
coffin was buried, while Crouch Jr. was kept hidden under an 
invisibility cloak inside the house under the Imperious Curse. The 
house elf Winky took care of him and his father controlled him. One 
day, Bertha Jorkins discovered his presence and Crouch Sr. placed a 
strong memory charm on her, it was by breaking this charm that 
Voldemort found out about Crouch Jr. and the Triwizard Tournament 
and put his plan into action. 


At the World Cup, Crouch Jr. escaped from his father and sent up the 
Dark Mark. He had grown stronger and after the elf was dismissed he 
was able to break free of his father's control. Voldemort and Pettigrew 
had come to the Crouch's home and placed Crouch Sr. under the 
Imperius Curse. That was how he and Pettigrew had captured the 
real Moody and used his hair to make the Polyjuice Potion. Crouch 
put Harry's name into the Goblet of Fire, under a fourth school, and 
made sure that he got enough help to get through the tournament. 
Crouch Sr. had grown strong enough to escape Pettigrew's watch 
and had come to Hogwarts to warn Dumbledore, but his son found 
him first and killed him, transfiguring the body into a bone and burying 


it in the forest. That night, he had taken the cup down to the maze, 
turning it into a portkey that would take Harry to Voldemort so that he 
could be killed. 


After he finished his story, Crouch's head drooped onto his shoulder 
and he grew silent. Albus stood back up, bound Crouch magically 
with ropes, and instructed Severus to take Moody up to the hospital 
and then to go get the Minister from outside so he could question 
Crouch himself. 


"Harry," he said, "before | let you go to the hospital wing, I'm afraid | 
will have to ask you to tell us what happened tonight." 


"Albus," Minerva interrupted in a worried voice, but he held up a hand 
to cut her off. 


"If | thought it would help him to put him in an enchanted sleep and 
postpone the telling | would do so right away, but it is better to get this 
over with." He paused. "It would be better to have this conversation in 
my office, but someone needs to watch over him," he jerked his 
thumb over his shoulder at Crouch and looked at Minerva 
apologetically. 


Minerva shook her head, "I want to hear Harry's story," she said 
firmly. 


Albus nodded, he had expected that, they would all have to stay until 
Fudge arrived. He conjured chairs for himself and Minerva facing 
Harry, the three of them forming a small circle. Harry took a deep 
breath and began to speak, slowly in a far away sounding voice. He 
told them that the Triwizard cup had been a portkey, he and Cedric 
had taken it together as they had reached it at almost the same time 
and neither could justify taking it without the other. They had helped 
each other all along even though they were not supposed to and 
decided that taking it together would still be a Hogwarts victory. 


As soon as they touched the cup, it took them to a cemetery where 
Voldemort and Pettigrew were waiting. Pettigrew killed Cedric and 
bound Harry to a headstone, then he produced a giant cauldron and 
put Voldemort's tiny inhuman looking body into it. Using a bone from 


his dead father, Pettigrew's own right hand, and some of Harry's 
blood, Voldemort was restored to his body. He summoned the Death 
Eaters and then attempted to duel with Harry. At some point, they 
each cast a spell at the same time and when the spells collided the 
wands were connected by a golden beam of light and Harry and 
Voldemort had been enclosed in a sort of cage of the same light. It 
was filled with Phoenix song. Harry held the connection and 
Voldemort's wand began to produce shadows of the last spells it had 
cast. Ghostly looking figures of Cedric, an old man, Bertha Jorkins, 
and Harry's parents had come out of the wand. They talked to Harry, 
that was when Cedric asked him to bring his body back to his parents, 
and then somehow they distracted or held off Voldemort long enough 
for Harry to make a run for the cup. He dodged a lot of curses from 
the Death Eaters and somehow managed to get to the cup and grab 
onto Cedric and they were transported back to Hogwarts. 


By the time he finished speaking, Minerva realized she was crying. 
She pulled out a handkerchief and wiped her face before blowing her 
nose, pulling herself together so she could take care of Harry. Albus 
finally gave the go-ahead for her to take Harry to the hospital, just as 
Severus reappeared and told them that the Minister would be on his 
way soon, he was taking care of something else. Albus asked him to 
go get a big black dog from Hagrid's pumpkin patch and bring him to 
the hospital. He said to tell Madam Pomfrey that Albus had given his 
permission for the dog to stay there. Harry looked up sharply, Sirius 
was there? 


Minerva took Harry up to the hospital wing and they found Ron, 
Hermione, Bill, and Molly waiting there for him. They all looked very 
relieved to see him and rushed to his side, but Minerva asked them to 
please give him some peace and not ask him any questions. Poppy 
gave him a set of pajamas and pulled a screen in front of a bed so 
Harry could change in privacy and then she treated the wounds on 
his arm and leg before bringing him a dreamless sleep potion. 
Hermione and the Weasleys all drew up chairs near his bed and 
Sirius, still in dog form, hopped up into another one. 


Molly started fussing unnecessarily with Harry's sheets and Minerva 
looked at her and Bill, "Surely you would both like to go home for the 
night, it's quite late." 


"Oh, no that's alright, we'd like to stay with Harry," Molly answered. 
"We'll sit with him if you need to go." 


Minerva bristled, why would she be leaving? Taking a deep breath 
she reminded herself that they did not know about Harry's living 
situation. "That's alright, | had planned to stay with Harry, so really if 
you need to leave..." 


"No, no," Molly said absently, smoothing Harry's hair back from his 
forehead, he was already drifting off to sleep. 


Before she even realized she was going to say it, the words fell out of 
Minerva's mouth, "You're not his mother, Molly." 


The younger witch looked up in surprise. Harry had spent sometime 
with her family and Molly had always felt somewhat motherly toward 
him, considering he had no mother and had grown up with his muggle 
relations that he never spoke of. All of the children, including Harry, 
were also paying rapt attention at this point, none of them had ever 
seen Minerva look so wrung out as she did tonight, as if every nerve 
ending was pulled to the breaking point. 


"You're not either," Molly said politely after a few moments. 


Harry looked quickly to his mum, wondering how she would take that 
statement. Minerva sighed and looked around to make sure they 
were alone. 


"Actually," she began slowly, making eye contact with first Harry, then 
his friends, and finally Molly, "| am. Well, Lily Potter was his mother, 
but after her death...and this information goes no further than the six 
of us, Professor Dumbledore and | adopted Harry. We raised him 
here, at Hogwarts, and | have been his mother, in every way that 
counts, for nearly thirteen years." 


Molly immediately felt horrible for her blunder, "I'm sorry | didn't know. 
If you want us to leave, of course we will." 


Minerva shook her head, "It's alright and | apologize for my harsh 
words. Now that you know you might as well stay if you would like to. 
There is no reason we cannot all sit with Harry, although it is 
unnecessary." 


Molly and Bill resumed their seats, Harry had remained conscious 
only long enough to register that his mum had finally told someone 
about their relationship and was now slipping into a deep and 
mercifully peaceful sleep. Ron and Hermione were having a harder 
time than Bill and Molly covering up their shock at Minerva's 
revelation, Ron was staring between Harry and Minerva with his 
mouth open slightly and Hermione seemed to be thinking back on all 
the times she should have realized it, because after a few moments 
she let out a soft "of course." 


Their musings were interrupted after a time, none of them were sure 
how long, when Albus walked quickly into the hospital looking very 
angry. Minerva stood and went to meet him, asking what had 
happened. 


"Fudge," he said, barely suppressing his rage, "he brought a 
Dementor with him to interview Crouch, claiming he thought he 
needed protection. As soon as they got into the room, the Kiss was 
performed, we have now lost our only witness besides Harry. Thanks 
to Miss Skeeter's lovely articles, Fudge believes Harry to be 
unbalanced and thinks that | am attempting to stir up trouble." 


"What does this all mean?" Minerva asked quietly. 


"It means that the Ministry has refused to acknowledge the return of 
Lord Voldemort," Albus stated calmly. "| have informed the Minister 
that | will be working against the evil forces again with or without his 
cooperation, l'm afraid he was not very happy when he left. He 
shoved Harry's winnings on me and left." Albus produced a large bag 
of gold from his pocket. 


"He won't want that," Minerva said, looking at the bag as though it 
contained something harmful, for indeed to give Harry that money 
after Cedric had died would hurt him. 


"| know," Albus said, "but we'll let Harry decide what to do with it." He 
walked toward Harry's bedside and put the gold down on the table 
and then addressed everyone assembled, "I'm afraid | cannot stay 
with you for long, but | do have to ask all of you for your help. Tonight, 
Harry witnessed the return of Voldemort and the Minister has refused 
to believe that this is true. Molly, can | count on you and Arthur?" 


"Of course," she said quickly, "just tell us what to do." 


"We will need to contact Arthur immediately, he can help us within the 
Ministry." 


Bill rose from his chair, "I'll go now." Albus started to give him 
instructions, but Bill said, "Leave it to me, | know what to tell him." 
With that he left. 


Albus nodded and turned back to the rest of those assembled, 
Severus had joined them at this point, he had been looking for Albus. 
He sent Poppy to take Winky from Moody's office and return her to 
the kitchens and after she had left, Molly received her second shock 
of the night when Albus had Sirius return to his usual state, she had 
not been made aware of his innocence last year. Albus asked 
Severus and Sirius to make peace, after it had been explained to 
Molly that he was innocent. Sirius had not yet had a chance to hear 
Harry's story, but had gathered enough from what Albus and Minerva 
had said to have a basic understanding of what had taken place that 
night. Therefore, he did not hesitate when Albus asked him to go and 
begin contacting "the old crowd." Severus was also given his 
instructions, in the form of the phrase "you know what | must ask you 
to do." 


He began to address Minerva, but seeing the look she gave him, 
Albus changed his mind at the last moment and asked Molly to go 
down to Hagrid's hut and say that he and Madame Maxime were 
needed in the Headmaster's office as soon as possible. She too left 
and then Albus said that he needed to speak with the Diggorys before 
meeting with Hagrid and Maxime and he took his leave as well. Now 
it was only Minerva, Ron, and Hermione sitting with Harry, who was 
prompted to finish the rest of his potion and fall back asleep; Molly 
never returned after she delivered the message to Hagrid. Before he 


could fall asleep, however, Harry looked to the bedside table and saw 
the gold sitting there. 


"| don't want that," he said in a shaky voice, "it shouldn't have been 
mine." He paused, trying to fight back the tears that were threatening 
to overtake him. "It's my fault," he whispered, turning his head to look 
at Minerva. "I made him take the cup with me." 


The tears began to fall and Minerva rose from her chair to perch on 
the edge of Harry's bed and draw him into her arms. Ron didn't mean 
to stare at his best friend while he cried, but he couldn't help it, he 
had never seen their strict Head of House hug anyone and was she 
crying as well? Hermione nudged him with her elbow and drew his 
attention away toward the window where a beetle was crawling 
across the glass. He had no idea why she cared, but was glad for a 
distraction. Harry continued to cry, almost sobbing, as he was finally 
given time for everything that had happened that night to sink in. 
Minerva just held him, rubbing his back soothingly and crying silently 
herself, she would give anything to be able to go back and spare him 
from this pain. A loud bang from the window and a soft apology from 
Hermione drew their attention for a moment and then Minerva 
tightened her hold on Harry for a moment before pushing him back 
down onto the pillows. 


"Try to sleep," she said softly, brushing his hair back off his forehead 
unnecessarily. 


Ron and Hermione eventually dropped off to sleep in their chairs, but 
Minerva never slept and never moved from Harry's side until Albus 
entered the hospital wing at an ungodly hour. He slipped up behind 
her and laid his hands on her shoulders, squeezing them gently, and 
she stood and turned around to embrace him. After a few moments, 
she spoke. 


"| told them about us raising Harry,” she said softly. 


Albus pulled back a bit and looked down at her with mild surprise. 
"Well, | suppose people had to find out eventually," he said. 


"| didn't mean to, exactly," she began. "It started with some rather 
harsh words between Molly and myself and well, | had no other 
choice but to leave or tell them and | wasn't about to leave." 


He nodded his understanding, "It's alright, my dear." 


Albus kissed the top of her head softly and summoned two chairs to 
Harry's bedside. Minerva took out her wand and transfigured them 
into one large chair so that she could lean against him. They sat there 
quietly watching their son sleep until the sky started to turn red as the 
sun began to rise over the hills. 


"| should go back to my office, there have probably been many owls 
overnight," Albus said. 


Minerva nodded and moved to let him get up. "He'll be fine," Albus 
said quietly, squeezing her hands as he stood. She only nodded 
again in response. 


Harry stayed in the hospital wing the next day until Albus had a 
chance to address the school regarding Cedric's death, then Harry 
met with the Diggorys. He tried to give them the winnings from the 
Tournament, but they wouldn't accept them. Harry was beginning to 
grow desperate about giving away the money, he absolutely could 
not stand the thought of keeping it and he certainly didn't need it. He 
finally decided to give it to Fred and George, they had been talking 
about opening a joke shop all year and Harry figured that the 
thousand galleons would give them a good start. He only asked that 
they not tell anyone where the money came from. 


At the leaving feast, Albus told the students the truth about 
Voldemort's return and made a touching speech in memory of Cedric, 
toasting both him and Harry. The hall was decorated with black 
banners instead of the usual colors of the House that won the cup in 
honor of Cedric and the feast was a very solemn affair compared to 
the usual boisterous attitude of the students looking at two months 
vacation. The last days of the school year had been very quiet for 
Harry and his friends. Ron had wanted to ask him a lot of questions 
about being raised by the Headmaster and Deputy Headmistress, but 
Hermione managed to communicate that now was not a good time. 


Harry could explain things to them later when he felt better, she 
reminded him. 


Harry made no pretenses that year about taking the train to King's 
Cross, his best friends knew why but they had promised not to say a 
word. If anyone else noticed, they didn't ask. He was relieved to be 
able to simply go to his room after everyone was gone and get back 
into bed, an action which worried Minerva. She watched him from the 
doorway for a long time until Albus appeared and guided her gently 
away. He had been very busy in the days since the Tournament 
recalling the Order of the Phoenix, a secret and highly select group of 
witches and wizards dedicated to fighting Voldemort no matter what 
the cost. It was going to be a long and rocky summer and Minerva 
only hoped that all three of them would reach the other side healthy 
and as happy as was humanly possible. 


Chapter 24 — The War Begins 


By the time the school year ended, Albus had managed to contact all 
the surviving members of the Order of the Phoenix and they had 
begun to set up a headquarters in Sirius Black's home. They had also 
gained a few new members such as Molly and Arthur Weasley and 
their two eldest sons Bill and Charlie and the young Auror 
Nymphadora Tonks. Another Auror in the Order named Kingsley 
Shakelbolt was in charge of the hunt for Sirius and once he had been 
convinced of the other man's innocence he began leading his team 
off course so that Sirius could remain undetected in his family home 
in London. The house had been empty for the entire twelve years that 
Sirius had been in Azkaban and needed a heavy amount of cleaning. 
Molly and Arthur moved in with Fred, George, Ginny, and Ron in 
order to get the house into proper shape for both habitation and 
meetings. Hermione Granger soon joined them and was helping with 
the cleaning as well. Albus became the secret keeper for the Order 
and entrance into the unplottable house could only be gained if he 
told someone the location. 


When the school year ended, Albus held the first official meeting with 
all of the Order members at Number Twelve Grimmauld Place. Even 
though Voldemort was back and had successfully summoned his 
remaining Death Eaters the night of the third task, there had been no 
further signs of his return. No strange disappearances or deaths had 
been reported in either the Muggle or wizarding world since that night 
and the quiet made everyone uneasy. Albus believed that Voldemort 
must have some kind of plan that he needed to put into action 
secretly. As long as the Ministry refused to believe in his return and 
most of wizarding Britain was living in blissful ignorance, he was likely 
to keep his activities as covert as possible. To Albus, this meant one 
thing and one thing only. He was going to try to hear the entirety of 
the prophecy that had led to his downfall thirteen years ago. Thus, as 
well as trying to inform the rest of their world and hold off the Death 
Eater activity, the Order members would have to protect the prophecy. 
This was the subject of the first meeting. 


Harry had accompanied Albus and Minerva to Grimmauld Place on 
the night of the meeting, having been warned that he would only be 
allowed in the first few minutes of the meeting and would then need 


to go upstairs with his friends. They traveled by floo powder to the 
house and found the rest of the Order already there and waiting for 
them. 


"Hello and thank you all for coming," Albus greeted them. "It means 
more to me than you can know to have your support in this. | have 
some shrewd ideas about what Voldemort may be up to, but before 
we get to that there is something else you all should know." 


At this point, everyone had noticed Harry's continued presence and in 
addition to wondering what he was doing there at all they were 
wondering why Albus was holding the meeting in front of an underage 
wizard. It had been decided long ago that only wizards and witches 
who were of age and finished with their schooling would be allowed 
into the Order. Albus turned back to Harry and beckoned him forward. 


Placing his hands on Harry's shoulders, he spoke, "The first thing that 
all of you should know is that Harry has not been living with his 
Muggle relations for the past thirteen years as everyone has thought." 
There was a murmur of confusion before Albus continued. "He has 
been at Hogwarts ever since the night that Lily and James were killed. 
Minerva and | raised him as our son, in fact he is our son. We 
adopted him. We decided that it was time you all know the truth, but 
as with any other information we discuss within these walls it must 
stay within these walls." 


As he had been speaking, Minerva stepped forward and also laid a 
hand on Harry's shoulder. Automatically, Albus' arm had found its 
way around her shoulders and hers around his waist. They made a 
very cute family picture and it occurred to Molly Weasley to wonder if 
they had ever taken any photographs of the three of them. Everyone 
else sat back in silence for a moment thinking about this news and 
then Tonks voiced the question that was on several minds. 


"Are the two of you married then, Professor?" 
Albus chuckled and Minerva smiled shyly as he answered, "Yes, we 


are." He tightened his hold on Minerva and kissed her temple lovingly, 
causing a slight blush to warm her cheeks. 


She cleared her throat, "Well, since the truth is out now, | think we 
should start the actual meeting. Harry, go on upstairs and find your 
friends." 


Both of his parents squeezed his shoulders as he turned reluctantly 
to go upstairs. It had been a very difficult two weeks for Harry and 
while he couldn't summon much enthusiasm for anything, he was 
curious about this meeting they were about to hold. He went upstairs 
until he heard voices and found all of his friends in one of the many 
bedrooms playing a game of exploding snap. They were all very 
surprised to see him and Harry explained to Fred, George, and Ginny 
why he had come. Ron and Hermione, of course, already knew. 
Everyone could sense that Harry was not quite himself, but they did a 
good job of behaving normally and keeping his mind off the events of 
the tournament. 


Downstairs, Albus started the meeting as he always had in the past, 
by asking if anyone had any new information to give. Occasionally, 
the members who worked for the Ministry would find things out that 
made sense to the Order even if the Ministry did not find them to be 
important. Nobody really had anything to share that night and so 
Albus got straight to business. 


"In the months before Harry was born, a prophecy was made 
concerning Voldemort and an unborn child. Harry fits all the criteria 
for the child in question, but that is all | am prepared to reveal 
concerning the contents at this time. Unfortunately, one of 
Voldemort's followers overheard part of the prophecy and he acted 
upon the knowledge of only the first words. It is my firm belief that 
before he precedes with anything else, Voldemort will attempt to 
retrieve the prophecy from the hall of records at the Ministry in order 
to listen to it in its entirety. We need to be vigilant in protecting the 
prophecy, it absolutely must not fall into Voldemort's hands." 


Albus sat back and allowed the Order members to absorb that 
information and then answered their questions to the best of his 
ability before adjourning the meeting. As the members started to drift 
away from the house in small groups so as not to call too much 
attention to themselves or the meeting place, Minerva went upstairs 
to find Harry. She was pleased to see that he seemed relaxed and 


carefree as he played cards with his friends. It was a sign that he 
would eventually be alright again. 


"Harry," she called, "the meeting is over, it's time to go home now." 


"Just a minute, mum," he answered, and all of his friends, though 
they now knew about his parents, started at his use of the word 
"mum" when addressing their professor. 


Harry finished his hand quickly and rose from his place on the floor to 
join Minerva in the hallway. 


"Will he be able to come back sometime this summer?" Ron asked. 


"| can't promise it, but I'm sure we can arrange other visits," Minerva 
said with a small smile. Harry would need his friends more than ever 
during the coming times, she knew, and she would try to help him 
spend time with them. 


In the weeks following the end of the tournament the Daily Prophet 
continued to print disparaging articles about Harry and also Albus, for 
spreading so-called rumors about the return of the dark lord. Albus' 
reputation was completely discredited and he was asked to leave 
both the Wizengamut and the International Confederation of Wizards. 
Publically, he acted very nonchalant about the matter and made jokes 
about Chocolate Frog cards, saying that having fewer responsibilities 
would give him more time for the Order, but at night he would get into 
bed with a heavy sigh and position himself so that Minerva was 
holding him and stroking his hair rather than the way they usually 
slept, which was him holding her. 


Once he had time to get over the immediate shock of everything that 
had happened on June 24th and began to comprehend the reality of 
that night's events, Harry began having nightmares. Almost every 
night he would revisit the graveyard and relive everything that had 
happened. Albus and Minerva were awoken on these nights by 
Harry's muffled cries for help and each night Minerva would get up 
and go to him. Usually, the touch of her hand on his arm or face and 
a few murmured words of comfort would calm Harry down and she 
would sit with him until she was certain he was sleeping soundly, but 


on other nights he wouldn't calm down unless she transformed into a 
cat and curled up next to his stomach like she had when he was a 
baby. 


Albus let her go to Harry for the first week or so, but one night he 
intervened. Wrapping his arms firmly around her waist when she 
moved to get up, he said, "Let him be, Minerva, he'll be fine. 
Nightmares are a normal part of life and they will end when Harry is 
ready to move on." 


Harry's cries were growing louder and more distressed, kicking 
Minerva's maternal nature into overdrive. "He's my son, Albus, and 
he needs me," she said desperately. 


"Well | am your husband and | need you too," he said firmly. "The 
past weeks have been hard on all of us, not only Harry. Has it never 
occurred to you the reasons why | want you to hold me at night, how 
do you think I feel waking up to you leaving me?" 


Minerva struggled away from him, "You can't honestly be asking me 
to choose between you and our son?!" 


"No, only asking you to remember that there are two men in this 
family who need you." 


"Albus, that's not fair, he's only a child and he's hurting." Albus rose 
from the bed and she asked, "Where are you going?" 


"There is no reason for me to stay in this bed if you're not in it, 
Minerva. Until you decide to return to it | might as well be sleeping in 
my own room, that is where | am going." 


With that, he turned and walked back through the secret entrance into 
the headmaster's chambers, to the room he hadn't slept in for thirteen 
years. Minerva watched him go, her mouth hanging open at the 
abruptness and harshness of his departure. She didn't know what to 
do, part of her still wanted to go comfort Harry while another part 
wanted to run after Albus and still another part of her mind was 
yelling for her not to go running after him, that she needed to 
preserve some self-respect. And so she stood there in the middle of 


her bedroom, listening to her son's nightmare and looking at the 
depression on the pillow where her husband's head had rested 
moments ago and feeling completely helpless. Was her family falling 
apart, now when they needed each other the most? She had never 
thought Albus would ever walk out of their bedroom and couldn't 
decide what it truly meant. 


Minerva had no idea how long she had been standing there when she 
suddenly realized that Harry's cries at stopped and his breathing was 
coming soft and even from the other room. That was also when she 
realized she had been crying. Summoning up the Gryffindor courage 
and McGonagall stubbornness she was known for, she crossed over 
into Albus' bedroom. He was lying on his side facing away from her in 
the large bed, but she could tell he wasn't sleeping. With cat-like 
stealth she slipped across the room and under the covers, curling up 
against his back. Albus turned to face her almost immediately. 


"What does this mean, Minerva?" he asked seriously. 


"That | don't want to sleep alone," she said softly, but he saw her real 
answer shining in her eyes. She was sorry for neglecting him and 
scared that he would walk away forever. 


"| would never leave you," he said gently, taking away her fears, "but 
| had to make you understand that | need you right now too." 


Minerva sniffed and nodded, whispering, "I'm sorry," as she buried 
her head into his chest. 


Albus kissed the top of her head softly and said, "Let's go back to our 
bed, if you'll stay in it with me." 


"Always," she answered as she got up to lead the way back into the 
other bedroom. It was the first time either of them had referred to it as 
"our room" and she liked it. 


Harry's nightmares continued off and on for the rest of the summer, 
but eventually with less frequency until they ceased altogether. When 
he wasn't having the nightmares he was having odd dreams about a 
long corridor ending in a locked door. Night after night he would walk 


down the corridor, always waking just before he could get to the door 
and he was growing desperate to open it and find out what was within. 
Harry told his parents about the dream, but they said they didn't know 
what it meant. 


One afternoon when Harry was out flying on the Quidditch pitch, 
Minerva turned to Albus, "You do know what he's dreaming about 
don't you." It was a statement more than a question. 


"It sounds suspiciously like the corridor that leads to the Department 
of Mysteries, but Harry has never been inside the Ministry so there 
are only two possible explanations for his dreams." 


Minerva gestured for him to continue, she basically knew what he 
was going to say but it was good for both of them to have it spoken 
aloud. 


"Either Voldemort is in the corridor, or thinking about it, or he has 
realized his mental connection to Harry and is showing it to him in 
order to make him curious." 


"Albus, | think it's time you told him," she said. 


"| can't burden him like that, it's best that he doesn't know so that he 
can remain as carefree as possible for as long as possible," Albus 
said sadly. 


Minerva shook her head, "Harry hasn't been carefree in a long time, 
Albus, and you know as well as | do that he can handle what you 
have to tell him. It will take time, of course, but he will come to terms 
with it. | fear if you do not tell him the consequences may be 
disastrous, especially if Voldemort is the one planting these images in 
his mind. He will want to use Harry to get to the prophecy." 


Albus sighed, "| know, my dear, but he has been through so much 
already this summer, | can't bear to add this to his concerns." 


Thinking for a moment, Minerva suggested, "What if you tell him no 
more than you told the Order members: that there is a prophecy in 
existence concerning Harry and Voldemort and that Voldemort will be 


trying to hear it. That way he can ignore or block out these images. 
Later, when he is more prepared, you can explain the contents, but 
Albus, don't wait too long." 


He thought about it and nodded, "Perhaps you're right, my dear." 


She patted his knee reassuringly and smiled smugly, "I am. | always 
am." 


That achieved the desired result and Albus chuckled, "You don't 
believe in giving this old man a break do you?" 


"No," came the instant reply. "Now go on, | know you have work to do 
and so do I." 


Albus sighed dramatically and got up to go to his office, he did indeed 
have much to do in preparation for the school year as well as for the 
Order. They had set up a schedule for various members to take turns 
watching the door to the Department of Mysteries at night using 
Moody's two invisibility cloaks. Alastor had recovered from his ten 
month exile in his own trunk, but he was being even more vigilant 
than usual if that was possible. After each shift, the Order member on 
duty would leave a report at Grimmauld Place and Albus stopped by 
a few times a week to collect them. There had also been several 
more meetings throughout the weeks where members within the 
Ministry had reported on Fudge's latest actions and Severus Snape 
had told them what he could about Death Eater activity and planned 
activity, he unfortunately didn't know much at this point. 


Harry continued dreaming about the corridor and Minerva continued 
pressing Albus to tell him about the prophecy so one day early in 
August he finally did. He told Harry exactly what he had told the 
Order, that a prophecy had been made concerning Harry and 
Voldemort and one of Voldemort's followers had heard the beginning 
so now they would surely be trying to find out the rest of it before they 
did anything else. Naturally, Harry was curious about the prophecy 
but he tried hard to accept his father's assurances that when the time 
was right he would find out the contents. 

A/N: Because I've gotten a few reviews about it | want to discuss "kid 
ships" as | call them. If you've read my profile you'll realize | have no 


interest in any of them. | think it's beyond obvious that Hermione and 
Ron are going to end up together, but this neither pleases nor 
displeases me as | just don't care. As far as Harry's love life goes, | 
have no idea who he'll end up with. | let him take Cho to the Yule Ball 
because he really wanted to and | figured if he had good loving 
parents and could get advice he would have had the confidence to 
ask her before it was too late. If he ends up with someone in the 
books and it makes sense based on what I've written before then I'll 
pair him with that girl in this story, if not | can't promise Harry a love 
life. I'm not going to write beyond the end of OoTP until the next book 
comes out, then I'll do the same with book 7. However the kid ships 
play out I'll try to work them in, if AD/MM turns out to be non-canon or 
one of them dies, then this will become even more AU, because 
that's the only ship | care about; romance for the kids will stay as 
canon as possible while still being logical for this story. 


Chapter 25 — A Ministry Invasion 


The next week, Albus decided that he needed Minerva to start 
working for the Order again, which meant that both of them would be 
away from Hogwarts frequently. Albus had already gone on several 
trips that kept him away over night, sometimes for two or three days, 
and with Minerva coming and going at unpredictable intervals Harry 
wouldn’t be able to stay at Hogwarts. Minerva took him with her to 
Grimmauld Place one morning and he was able to spend the last 
three weeks of the summer holiday with his friends and his godfather. 
This would give Harry and Sirius a chance to get to know each other 
better, an opportunity they were both glad to have. 


Harry spent the last three weeks of August helping the Weasleys and 
Hermione clean up the house, it was amazing how dirty it had gotten 
over the years, until one met the Black’s cantankerous old house elf 
who spent more time insulting the new inhabitants of the house than 
working. Sirius was in a bad mood for much of the time Harry stayed 
with them because Albus had asked him not to leave the house. He 
was still a fugitive and everyone thought it was safer for him to remain 
inside, especially since Voldemort and the Death Eaters would now 
know about his animagus form thanks to Pettigrew. However, Sirius 
was not a man who handled the inactivity well, he had already spent 
twelve years in prison and sitting around inside his parents’ home 
while others did all the work was not his idea of helping the Order. 


One night near the end of August, both Albus and Minerva managed 
to be home on the same night for which they were very thankful. They 
held each other tightly and fell asleep easily after the activity of the 
past weeks, but both were awoken by Albus’ nightmare a few hours 
later. He sat straight up in a cold sweat, his eyes wide. 


“What's wrong?” Minerva asked worriedly, Albus hadn’t had a 
nightmare in all the years they had been together. 


He swallowed and began to speak, “I just had what | think can safely 
be called the worst dream of my life. It was Harry, his eyes were red 
and slitted like Tom’s and he attacked us. First you, which really 
scared me and then myself, but what was really horrible was when 
the attack ended and those familiar green eyes came back and Harry 


saw what he had done. Minerva, he looked so horrified with himself, 
I've never seen anyone look so completely repulsed by their own 
actions.” 


Albus himself looked horrified by what he had seen on their son’s 
face and Minerva didn’t know how to reassure him. “It’s alright, 
Albus,” she said, “Harry would never do that to us.” 


“Don’t you see, Minerva? That’s exactly it, Harry didn’t do it, it was 
Voldemort acting through Harry, but Harry felt responsible. When 
Harry started having those dreams more frequently | realized that 
Voldemort is eventually going to realize his connection to Harry if he 
hasn't already and he may try to do exactly what I’ve just dreamed. If 
Harry can see what Voldemort is seeing then it is only a matter of 
time until he will be able to see what Harry is doing, he could easily 
find out about us and he will not waste any time in using that to his 
advantage.” 


“What are you saying, Albus?” Minerva had never seen him look so 
worried. 


“That Voldemort may try to attack us through Harry. | don’t care 
about myself, of course, but | don’t want anything to happen to you 
and | certainly don’t want Harry to have to go through that. Can you 
imagine how he would feel if he were to attack us, even if it was 
Voldemort acting through him?” 


“He would feel responsible,” Minerva replied. 
“The guilt would kill him.” 


“But Albus, what can we do? We can hardly stop spending time with 
Harry.” 


Albus sighed, “I know, he wouldn't understand. At some point he may 
need to learn occlumency and it might be best if | did distance myself 
from him somewhat. It is Harry and | that Voldemort will most want to 
attack, though | do fear you could be used as a means to get to both 
of us.” 


“If you distance yourself from him, you’re going to need to explain 
why. He won't understand if you just shut him out.” 


“I know, but you should tell him. If Voldemort is already aware of the 
connection, he will be more likely to pay attention to Harry’s 
experiences with me.” 


Minerva nodded, that made sense even if she didn't like it. She 
sighed, “lIl try to think of a way to tell him when he comes back in 
September. Let’s see if we can get back to sleep, we both need all 
the rest we can get these days.” 


Albus agreed and they eventually fell back to sleep, mostly due to 
pure exhaustion. Over the next few days they both found more time 
to spend at the school because there was so much that needed to be 
done before the students returned. As she was re-checking the time 
tables for the next year, something occurred to Minerva. 


Quickly walking to Albus’ office, she let herself in and asked, “Albus, 
who is the new Defense teacher for this year?” 


He sighed deeply and leaned back in his chair, “Actually, I’ve just had 
a letter from the Minister on that very subject. As you know, every 
year it has grown more and more difficult to find a professor for that 
subject and this year no one answered my ads at all.” 


“What are you going to do, certainly you won’t teach it yourself?” He 
had from time to time over the years filled in for a day or two for 
various professors when needed, but she couldn't imagine Albus 
trying to teach a class along with all of his other duties. 


He chuckled half-heartedly, “Oh no, | won’t be teaching. It seems the 
Ministry, with the approval of the Board of Governors, has imposed a 
new educational decree. Number twenty-two to be exact, stating that 
if | cannot find a teacher the Ministry will appoint one.” 


This did not sound good. “Who have they chosen?” Minerva asked 
with trepidation. 


“Dolores Umbridge,” Albus said and sat back to wait for the 
explosion. 


“What?!” Minerva yelled. “Are you serious? She’s not a proper 
teacher and Defense Against the Dark Arts? There’s no way she’s 
qualified to teach that subject. Our students are going to need that 
course more than any of the others in the coming years!” 


“I know,” he said calmly, “but there’s nothing we can do about it. No 
doubt she will be here to watch over my activities and report back to 
the Minister. We're all going to have to be very careful this year. I’m 
going to send owls to the rest of the staff as we obviously won’t be 
able to have a meeting without her. Everyone needs to be very 
careful about what they say and do.” 


Minerva nodded, “Of course, but what about the students Albus? We 
can’t warn all of them and if we tried many of their parents are siding 
with the Ministry over this matter.” 


“I know,” he repeated, “those students who believe Harry’s story will 
unfortunately have to learn for themselves to tread carefully around 
her.” 


Minerva sighed and sat down, “Were in for a long hard year.” 


“We'll survive it,” Albus said. “We always do. | have to agree, 
however, that this year will be a trial for all of us. You and | will have 
to be especially careful, I’m afraid. We'll be under the greatest 
scrutiny and Dolores will be looking for reasons to get rid of both of 
us.” 


There was no argument for that, he was completely correct. Minerva 
had little doubt that she would be at the top of the list of Hogwarts 
staff to be questioned and if the Ministry had their way fired, perhaps 
even more so than Albus. Her constant unwavering support of his 
actions would be a real threat to whatever it was they hoped to 
accomplish at Hogwarts that year and her personal relationship with 
the headmaster would have to be guarded even more closely than it 


already was. She only hoped their living arrangements wouldn't be 
disrupted, if she was going to survive this year she would need her 
nights with Albus to keep her sane. 


It seemed that Albus had come to the same conclusion because the 
next afternoon Minerva found him in their bedroom setting up warning 
charms so that he would know if someone approached his office at 
night. That way, if for some reason Dolores decided to check on him 
while he was with Minerva he could get back to his office in time to 
make it appear that nothing out of the ordinary was going on. Minerva 
spent a couple of hours in his bedroom trying to make it appear lived 
in, the disuse was incredibly obvious upon entering the room and 
they had decided to take every precaution they could to make sure 
the Ministry's spy had nothing to report to the Minister concerning 
their habits. 


Before they were entirely prepared for it, it was the first of September 
and the rest of the staff arrived at Hogwarts, including Dolores 
Umbridge. She wore a hideous pink cardigan over her robes and a 
large bow in her hair, Minerva had to consciously suppress a shudder 
when she saw her enter the school. As they did every year, the 
teachers spent the day setting up their offices and classrooms and 
preparing for the arrival of the students that night. Minerva went to 
Albus’ office to collect the sorting hat and the four-legged stool used 
in the sorting ceremony and found him pacing in front of the fire. He 
didn’t even look up when she entered. 


“Albus,” she called softly, “the students will be here soon.” 
He stopped and turned to face her, “I Know, | just need a few more 
minutes to collect my thoughts. | can’t think of a proper introduction 
for Dolores, | can hardly feign enthusiasm for the fact that she is here, 
nor can | tell the students how | truly feel about her.” He sighed 
heavily. 
Minerva shook her head, “Albus, you're doing it again.” 


“Doing what, my dear?” 


“Focusing on the small issues rather than the ones that really matter. 
No one will care how you introduce Dolores, all you have to say is 
‘This year our Defense Against the Dark Arts courses will be taught 
by Dolores Umbridge.’ It requires no outward show of emotions either 
good or bad, the students won’t notice either way and the staff 
already know how you feel.” 


He sighed again, “You’re right of course. | suppose it was just 
something to focus on rather than the many uncertainties floating 
around. 


Minerva nodded, “I know, but you need to get downstairs. Come on.” 
She picked up the sorting hat and the stool and took him by the arm, 
guiding him toward the door. 


Meanwhile, Harry and his friends were traveling North on the 
Hogwarts Express wondering who their new professor would be this 
year. Ron and Hermione had both been made prefects this year and 
they had finally returned from their meeting with the Head Boy and 
Girl and had joined Harry, Ginny, Neville, and a girl named Luna 
Lovegood in their compartment. 


“I’m sure it will be someone we've never heard of before,” Hermione 
said practically. “It always is.” 


“Come on, Harry, you must know,” Ron pleaded for the hundredth 
time that day. 


Harry rolled his eyes, “How many times do | have to tell you Ron? | 
don’t know anything more than you do, | never have.” 


This was very disappointing news to Ron, he felt that if your best 
friend’s parents were the heads of your school you should be privy to 
inside information. He sighed and finally gave up on the topic, all of 
them deciding that they would have to wait until the opening feast to 
find out who their newest teacher was. 


“Why would Harry know?” Luna asked. 


“No reason,” Hermione said quickly, shooting Ron a warning look. 
“Ron’s just being daft.” 


She quickly changed the subject to spare Harry any more awkward 
questions due to Ron’s big mouth and Harry shot her a grateful look. 
He could hardly announce up and down the train who his parents 
were. 


When they arrived at the school a few hours later, Harry was shocked 
to see strange winged skeletal looking horses pulling the school 
carriages. For a moment he just stood there staring, usually the 
carriages moved up the hill by themselves. Didn't they? And then he 
remembered asking his mum once when he was very young how the 
carriages moved and she told him about a sort of creature that only 
some people could see. Well now he could see them, but he 
wondered what had changed to bring that about. Shaking it off, he got 
into the carriage with his friends and journeyed up to the school. 
Going through the entrance hall into the Great Hall, he passed by 
Minerva and grinned at her. She gave him an almost indiscernible 
wink in return and nodded at his friends. 


The sorting ceremony started soon after that and then once everyone 
had eaten Albus stood to make his usual start of term 
announcements including Quidditch trials and new objects on Filch’s 
list of banned items. He introduced Dolores Umbridge as the new 
professor and the applause was polite and unenthusiastic. As Albus 
continued speaking, Dolores gave a phoney sounding cough “hem, 
hem” and stood up to indicate she had something to say. He quickly 
covered his surprise and sat down to give her the floor. It was the 
most boring speech any of the students had ever heard and Harry 
could tell that the people sitting around him were not paying attention. 
Except, of course, Hermione who was listening intently. Harry, for his 
part, was studying his parents’ faces while Dolores spoke. Albus had 
an impossible to read passive look on his face, but Minerva’s anger 
was apparent. Whether it was the new teacher’s words or the simple 
fact that she had interrupted his father, Harry couldn’t tell but he 
guessed it might be a combination of both. 


When she finally finished waffling and sat back down, Albus finished 
his speech but Harry’s attention was drawn by Ron and Hermione’s 


conversation. Ron, true to form, had understood none of what 
Umbridge had said, but Hermione managed to decode it for him. 
Basically, Umbridge had announced that the Ministry was going to be 
interfering at Hogwarts this year. No doubt keeping a close eye on 
anyone who appeared to be a supporter of Harry and Albus, in other 
words those who disagreed with the Ministry and believed that 
Voldemort had returned. 


After the feast, Albus went back to his office and waited about thirty 
seconds before passing through the secret entrance into the rooms 
he shared with Minerva. She arrived back in the rooms at the same 
time he did and immediately began speaking her mind about what 
had happened that night. 


“Of all the nerve!” She was pacing, her hands clenching and 
unclenching at her sides. “I can’t believe she interrupted you like that. 
No one ever interrupts your speeches, not even me! And what was all 
that rubbish about changes and stopping progress? Who did she 
think she was fooling with all that waffling back and forth?” 


Words could not express her outrage and Minerva broke off with a 
half-strangled sounding angry noise. As she turned to make another 
circuit of the room, she walked straight into Alous who wrapped his 
arms around her to stop her from pacing and led her to couch. He sat 
quietly and let Minerva fume for a few minutes, he wouldn't have 
been surprised to see her start hissing like an angry cat. There was 
no hissing, but it did take Minerva quite a while to calm herself down 
enough to be able to speak rationally. 


“So are we to assume then that she will be breathing down our 
necks all year?” she asked sarcastically. 


“Im afraid so,” Albus said with a sigh, leaning back against the 
couch and closing his eyes. Hesitantly, he brought up another 
Umbridge related issue, “Did you see her lesson plans today?” 


Minerva snorted, “You call those lesson plans? That text book is a 
joke and she doesn't “plan” to teach them a bloody thing about 
defense.” She paused, “Albus, does it seem to you that the Minister 


feels threatened, that there might be some deeper reason why he 
doesn’t want our students learning hexes and curses?” 


Albus opened his eyes and looked at her closely, “Sometimes | think 
you're the legillimens in this family. That is exactly what | think he is 
afraid of: that | am building some kind of student army in an attempt 
to take over the Ministry. Dolores is here not only to watch the staff, 
but also to keep our students from learning the proper defenses | 
fear.” 


“That is so ridiculous!” Minerva exclaimed. “Why in Merlin’s name 
would anyone think you wanted to become Minister of Magic when 
you've turned the job down half a dozen times in the last fifty years?” 


Albus patted her hand, “Il know, our Minister is not thinking clearly 
right now, my dear.” 


“He has never thought clearly,” Minerva retorted. “But this time he’s 
being surprisingly shrewd, he doesn’t really think you’re going to try to 
overtake the Ministry by force. Fudge wants people to think he is 
afraid of you, it’s all part of his grand campaign to discredit you and 
make you seem like an old fool. What | don’t understand is why he is 
so afraid to acknowledge the return of Voldemort.” 


“Your guess is as good as mine,” Albus sighed. “We've been over 
this a hundred times this summer, we won’t come up with anymore 
answers by sitting up and fuming all night. Let’s try to get some sleep, 
it will be a long day tomorrow dealing with the Ministry’s new 
presence here at school.” 


“You know as well as | do that I'll never be able to sleep,” Minerva 
said even as she got up to follow him into the bedroom to prepare to 
retire. 


Chapter 26 — Truth and Lies 


The next afternoon, Harry and his friends found out exactly why Albus 
and Minerva were so concerned about the new Defense professor. 
Umbridge started out the first class of the year by basically telling 
them that they would not be using any magic in her classroom that 
year; even the students who were not concerned about Voldemort as 
Harry, Ron, and Hermione were had concerns about the upcoming 
exams. O.W.L.s were the second most important exams they would 
take at Hogwarts and there was always a practical portion as well as 
a written exam on the theories, the class couldn’t imagine performing 
the counter curses for the first time during the exam. Hermione began 
the argument, which the rest of the class readily picked up, with 
Umbridge that her course aims were lacking. 


“Do you expect to be attacked in my classroom?” she kept asking 
them in a sickly sweet voice. 


Harry could feel himself growing more and more angry as the 
argument went on, he finally could stand it no more and jumped to his 
feet, voicing the fact that Voldemort had returned. That lost him ten 
points for Gryffindor and his continued insistence that the dark lord 
was back and had murdered Cedric in June earned him a detention. 
When that did not stop him, Umbridge called him up to his desk, took 
a disgusting pink roll of parchment out of her bag and scribbled a 
note. 


“Take this to Professor McGonagall, dear,” she said handing it to 
him and smiling sweetly. 


Harry snatched the note out of her hand and without a backwards 
glance swept out of the room and toward his mum’s office. At least he 
knew she would back him up, maybe she could even get him out of 
the detention. Harry had never before tried to capitalize on his 
relationship with the heads of the school, but in this case he thought 
they might make some kind of exception seeing as he had been 
correct. 


Peeves accosted him on the way to his mum’s office and by the time 
he arrived outside her door Harry was shouting at the poltergeist. The 
door burst open and Minerva stepped out, looking more frazzled than 
Harry had ever seen her. It only occurred to him then that she had not 
been at lunch. 


In fact, Minerva had spent most of her time in between teaching that 
day dealing with other students and faculty who had already had 
problems with Umbridge, not to mention owls from so- called 
concerned parents regarding Albus’s methods of running the school. 
Apparently the parents who had bought the smear campaign of the 
Daily Prophet and the Ministry thought that they could appeal to her 
better judgement to make some kind of changes at the school. She 
had never had a longer first day of term, not since her first year 
teaching. Minerva beckoned Harry inside and closed the door. 


“Shouldn't you be in class?” she asked. 
“I was sent to see you,” he informed her. 
“Sent? What do you mean?” 


Harry handed her the scroll from Umbridge and he did not miss the 
revolted look that crossed Minerva’s face when she saw the color of 
the parchment. She opened it and read it quickly, looking up to ask 
him if it was true. 


“What does it say?” he asked. “Because if it says that Umbridge is a 
horrible woman and isn’t going to teach us anything useful then that’s 
true.” 


Minerva sat down heavily behind her desk and gestured for Harry to 
do the same, shoving the tin of biscuits (her makeshift lunch) across 
the desk at him. She wasn’t surprised that it had taken him less than 
one class period to figure out Dolores’ true motivations. 


“It says that you called Professor Umbridge a liar and told her that 
Voldemort has returned,” she told him. 


“Well | did,” said Harry harshly as he picked up a Ginger Newt. “It’s 
all true, you know it is. She said that Cedric’s death was an accident 
and told the class that Voldemort has not returned. She lied and then 
called dad and | liars!” 


Minerva sighed, “I know, Harry, but you have to be careful around 
Dolores Umbridge. She can cost you a lot more than house points 
and detentions. Did you listen to what she said at the feast 
yesterday.” 


“Enough to know what she meant, mostly | was watching your 
reaction,” he confessed. 


She couldn't suppress a small smile at that, but it vanished quickly, 
“She says she has given you a detention every evening this week for 
telling lies.” 


“Every night?! Couldn’t you reverse it?” 


There was another sigh, “No, Harry, | could not. As your teacher she 
has every right to give you a detention and you must serve them. If | 
were to attempt to intervene now it would look very bad for all of us. 
Dolores Umbridge is here to watch our activity this year and report 
back to the Ministry, you must have figured that out by now, she is 
going to be looking for reasons to report negatively about your father 
and myself. And about you, Harry, you are more involved in this 
year’s struggle than any other student and she is going to be 
watching you closely. You must be careful,” she repeated. 


Harry was angry. “But | was telling the truth!” he shouted. 

“It’s not about truth and lies,” Minerva almost shouted in return. Her 
voice softened again, Harry could hear the anxiousness she was 
trying to hide, “Please just be careful this year. Do not give her a 
reason to pick on you.” 


This time Harry sighed, “Alright, alright, but it’s not going to be easy.” 


“I know it isn’t, believe me | know,” Minerva said, sounding suddenly 
very tired. “You will serve your detentions and then try very hard to be 
a model pupil in Dolores’ classroom, you must keep your anger under 
control.” 


She stood and opened the door for Harry, who grabbed another 
biscuit before he left to go eat dinner, his week of detentions weighing 
on his mind. He couldn’t imagine anyone else ever getting a detention 
on the first day of classes before. After he left, Minerva closed the 
door and sat back down behind her desk, taking her square 
spectacles off and rubbing her temples. She didn’t even notice the 
door opening again a few moments later. 


“Are you going to at least attend the evening meal?” asked a 
familiar warm gentle voice. 


She looked up quickly and gave a half-hearted smile, “I suppose | 
should eat more than biscuits today.” 


“Indeed you should, my dear,” Albus replied. “I need you in top form 
this year.” 


Minerva nodded slowly and rose to accompany him to the Great Hall, 
but before she would let him open the door she told him what had just 
happened with Harry. 


“That is not surprising,” he said. “She is going to be looking for 
reasons to punish Harry this year and give the Ministry more fuel for 
their campaign against him. If they can make him appear to be a liar 
with no regard for rules and authority it will strengthen the picture they 
are painting of him as a disturbed troublemaker just trying to get more 
attention.” 


Minerva nodded again, “I tried to tell him to be careful, but he was so 
angry. Albus, lve never seen him that angry before, | don’t know if | 
got through to him or not.” 


Because they would be taking their O.W.L.s (Ordinary Wizarding 
Levels) in June, Harry’s class was being set more homework than 


ever before. By the end of the second day of classes Harry was 
growing very concerned about how he would get it done when he 
also had detention every night with Umbridge; he had no idea what 
she would make him do or how long she would keep him. He had 
also succeeded in angering Angelina Johnson, the new Quidditch 
captain, because she had wanted the entire team at the Keeper 
tryouts on Friday and now he wouldn't be able to attend. She actually 
yelled at Harry as if he had chosen detention over Quidditch! 


Harry consoled himself with the fact that at least he didn’t have quite 
as much to do as some of his classmates. His mum had always 
helped him with his homework over the summer, she never taught 
him ahead, but they would review the things he had already learned 
and he was even able to practice the spells when he wrote his essays. 
Because he lived in the castle year round, any magic Harry did during 
the summer could not be tracked by the Ministry and his parents had 
been lenient with the decree for the restriction of underage wizardry if 
he was doing homework. Minerva even helped him brew potions that 
he had found particularly difficult; it was much easier to concentrate 
on what to do in his mum’s classroom with her welcoming reassuring 
presence than down in the dungeons with Snape. Thanks to this 
extra help, Harry wasn't at the top of his class, but stayed in practice 
so that he had much less difficulty than most of his classmates. 


At five o’clock on Tuesday he made his was to Umbridge’s office for 
his first detention, dreading the hours he would be spending in her 
exclusive company. The office was unlike Harry had ever seen it, 
almost to the point of being unrecognizable. Every surface was 
draped with hideous doilies and scarves, dried flowers adorned every 
available place, and on the wall was a series of decorative plates with 
disgusting multi-colored kittens wearing huge bows. Harry was sure 
that if his mum saw this office, in particular the kittens, she would 
have more than a few words to say about it. 


Umbridge sneered at him and told him he would be copying lines, 
giving him parchment and a strange black quill with a very sharp tip. 
She said he would not need ink. Harry sat down at the small desk 
next to her larger one and began to write “I must not tell lies.” He 
gasped in pain when the words were etched into the back of his hand 
and watched as they immediately healed over again. He wrote the 


line again and realized that he was writing in his own blood. 
Umbridge kept him until midnight, the skin on the back of his hand 
was red and raw, but the words had faded and healed over. He was 
told to come back at the same time the next night for more of the 
same punishment. 


Harry walked slowly toward Gryffindor Tower thinking about this 
particular method of punishment. He knew his parents would be livid 
that Umbridge was treating him this way, they would be if any student 
were having his or her hand cut open nightly, but he wasn’t sure how 
much authority they had to override the punishment. His mum’s 
words regarding over turning the detention at all kept coming back to 
Harry, perhaps it would be best if he just kept quiet and went on with 
the detentions so that he didn’t cause problems for anyone else. He 
also felt on some level that this was a private battle of wills between 
himself and Umbridge. She was trying to break him and Harry would 
not give her the satisfaction. On the other hand, if his mum found out 
what was happening to him and knew that he had kept quiet out of 
concern for her or because she made him feel that he couldn't 
discuss it with her it would upset her. Harry didn’t know what to do. 


The next night he went back for more detention with Umbridge and 
then had to stay up until the wee hours of the morning to finish all the 
homework he hadn't even attempted yet. His mum asked him that 
day to come and see her after his detention, she said she had 
something to talk to him about. Harry warned her that Umbridge had 
been keeping him until midnight and he didn’t know how long she 
would keep him tonight; he had a feeling his hand was not going to 
continue healing as well on the third night. Minerva gave him a 
significant look and said he would know where to find her no matter 
the hour. She had finally figured out how to tell him about Albus’ 
dream and the reasons he must try very hard to block his mind from 
Voldemort. 


That night, the words stayed etched into his hand and dripping blood 
after about two hours and Umbridge let him go. Harry walked slowly 
to his mum’s office, he Knew she would see the cut on his hand and 
was trying to brace himself for her reaction. He knew she would be 
hurt that he hadn’t come to her already, but Harry thought it was for 
the good of everyone that he kept this to himself for the time being. It 


seemed as if that was not to be. Before he was ready he was 
standing outside his mum’s office and he knocked hesitantly. 


“Come in,” she called and Harry entered. “Oh, hello Harry, have a 
seat. Biscuit?” 


He took one, automatically reaching for it with his right hand, allowing 
Minerva to see the still bleeding cut. 


She gasped, “Harry, what happened to your hand?” 


He colored and tried to hide his hand, but Minerva said his name ina 
warning tone and Harry reluctantly presented her with his hand again. 
She grasped him lightly by the wrist and pulled his injured hand 
closer, the color draining out of her face. 


“What has she been doing to you?” she asked, her voice barely 
above a whisper. 


“I've been writing lines,” Harry said, “with this strange black quill that 
makes me write in my own blood.” 


Minerva was horrified, “A blood quill? Harry, why didn’t you tell me 
two days ago? This is completely unacceptable!” 


Harry fidgeted and looked at his hands for a moment, “I wasn’t sure 
how much authority you would have to do anything about it and | 
didn’t want to get you in trouble. It’s like you said on Monday, we all 
have to be very careful and seem like we’re playing along with her. 
Besides,” he added, “I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of 
knowing I'd gone to another teacher to complain.” 


“Harry, this is absolutely unacceptable behavior for a Hogwarts 
teacher, even if she was sent here by the Ministry. She doesn’t have 
the authority to order to you to cut open your own hand like this. | 
can’t believe you thought you couldn’t come to me about it.” 


Minerva was visibly struggling between anger and grief. She wanted 
to go cause Dolores the kind of pain she had been inflicting on Harry 


and yet she wanted to cry because her son had tried to endure this 
inhumane treatment because of something she had said. 


“I never meant to give you the impression that you couldn’t come to 
me with problems this year, Harry. | could not overturn Dolores’ 
punishment, but had | known what she was doing to you | certainly 
would not be overstepping any bounds by speaking out against her.” 
She rose to her feet, “Come on.” 


“Where are we going?” Harry asked, confused. “Didn’t you want to 
tell me something?” 


Minerva had completely forgotten her original purpose for meeting 
with Harry in light of these new developments. “It can wait,” she told 
him. “We're going to see your father, come on.” 


She led the way from her office to the headmaster’s office quickly, 
Harry trotting along behind her trying to keep up. Minerva gave the 
password and didn’t even bother to knock when they reached the top 
of the spiraling stone staircase, she just barged into Albus’ office. 


“Albus!” she exclaimed, grabbing Harry by the wrist and thrusting 
his right hand toward his father. “Look what that...that...woman,” she 
spat out the word as if it wasn’t a proper description of Dolores 
Umbridge, “has been doing to Harry.” 


Albus looked at Harry’s hand and his eyes widened, “She made you 
use a blood quill?” 


Harry nodded and he could see the anger boiling up inside his father, 
he had only ever seen him that angry when they uncovered Moody’s 
imposter the year before. 


“This is absolutely unacceptable,” Albus stated furiously. “I cannot 
have my staff treating students this way. There is a reason corporal 
punishments have been banned from Hogwarts ever since | became 
headmaster.” 


Walking to the fireplace, Albus threw in a handful of floo powder and 
exclaimed angrily, “Fudge!” 


The Ministers head appeared in the fire a few moments later. 
“Something | can do for you, Albus?” he asked disdainfully. 


“You can remind Dolores Umbridge that while she is teaching at 
Hogwarts she must follow the same rules as the rest of the staff,” 
Albus replied coldly. 


“Dolores is a Ministry employee, not a Hogwarts employee,” Fudge 
said as if he were speaking to a three year old. 


Anger flashed in Albus’ eyes for a moment before he turned his back 
on the Minister, “Then | will have to deal with this issue myself, good 
night Cornelius.” 


Albus turned back to Harry and healed his hand, “Harry, please return 
to your dormitory. Your mother and | will sort this out, rest assured 
there will not be anymore detentions with Dolores this week.” 


As soon as Harry was gone, Minerva spoke, “Albus, what are you 
planning? We can’t just go marching into Dolores’ office and yell at 
her. For one thing, Harry doesn’t want her to know he ‘came running 
to us’ as he put it and for another if we’re seen to be interfering with 
her “work” here at the school we could get into more trouble with the 
Ministry.” 


“I know, my dear,” Albus fell silent for a few minutes, thinking. Then 
he announced that he had a plan. 


Ten minutes later Minerva was on her way to Dolores’ office, she 
knocked and was allowed entrance. 


“Minerva,” Dolores greeted her cooly. 
“Dolores,” there was equal coldness in Minerva’s voice. “I’m sure 


you are wondering why | am here so I'll get straight to the matter at 
hand. | have just been reminded by the headmaster that all 


detentions served must be approved by Hogwarts’ administration and 
| forgot to inquire what you had assigned Mr. Potter to do this week.” 


Dolores studied her suspiciously for a moment before saying, “He has 
been writing lines.” 


Minerva raised an eyebrow, letting Dolores know she did not believe 
her. “What kind of lines?” she inquired, looking over the desk for 
signs of the blood quill when an idea occurred. “May | see the 
parchment he has been using?” 


“Why?” 


“As Deputy Headmistress it is my duty to ensure that the 
punishments our students undertake are fair and do no harm,” 
Minerva stressed the last two words, giving Dolores a look that 
implied she knew something. 


“So,” Dolores said with satisfaction, “Potter couldn’t take his 
punishment and he went running to you for help. I’m sorry, Minerva, 
but the Minister has given me full authority to use whatever means | 
see fit to ensure that certain lies spread no further than they have 
already.” 


Minerva bristled, “| am aware of the Minister’s feelings regarding Mr. 
Potter, however, that does not give you the right to have him cutting 
open his own hand every night for a week. Corporal punishment has 
been banned from Hogwarts for over twenty-five years and no one 
gave you permission to reinstate it. Mr. Potter did not ‘come running 
to me,’ on the contrary | had a meeting with him myself this evening 
and | saw what you did to him. This cannot continue, Dolores, | will be 
informing the headmaster and Mr. Potter will serve no more 
detentions with you this week. If you attempt this punishment with 
another student, Ministry or not, | promise you that Dumbledore and | 
will see you removed from Hogwarts.” 


Dolores actually laughed, “You have no authority over me, dear. | am 
here on official Ministry business and | have their complete 


confidence and backing. | warn you, Minerva, those who interfere 
with me will not be endured for long.” 


“Are you threatening me, Dolores?” Minerva asked in a dangerous 
voice. 


“Warning you,” Dolores answered in that false sickeningly sweet 
voice. “Now if you will excuse me, | have some work to do. Potter’s 
detentions have taken up much of my time the last few nights, it has 
been quite difficult to make my point sink in.” 


“This is not over, Dolores,” Minerva said angrily. “I will be speaking 
to the Headmaster.” 


She turned and strode out of the office, walking briskly through the 
corridors until she reached Albus’ office once again. Minerva related 
her conversation with Dolores and Albus promised he would speak to 
both her and Fudge in the morning, it was too late to accomplish 
anything now. They passed through his bedroom and into their room 
to prepare for bed, both of their minds swirling with thoughts. This 
year was going to be even more difficult than they had initially 
realized; how were they to protect the students if the Minister had 
lead Dolores to believe she had total control over life at Hogwarts? 


Minerva resolved to at least inform the other heads of house about 
her use of a blood quill, all professors were required to inform the 
student’s head of house when issuing a detention. At the very least 
they could check on the students after an evening of detention with 
Dolores and hopefully stop her in her tracks if she attempted to use 
the blood quill again. The Hogwarts rules stated that a student’s head 
of house could interfere with a punishment if it was deemed to be 
harmful or unnecessarily harsh. The only question was whether they 
would be effective against Dolores. Minerva had never before felt so 
helpless to protect her students and she was very upset that Harry 
hadn’t come to her sooner. She sighed and snuggled up closer to 
Albus, but sleep was a long way off for both of them. They laid there, 
holding each other in between tossing and turning, occasionally 
speaking a thought or a question but not holding a real conversation. 


Chapter 27 — Forming an Army 


Because his mum had overturned the end of his detentions with 
Umbridge, Harry was able to attend the Keeper tryouts on Friday 
night. Ron turned up to tryout, he said that his older brothers always 
made him keep for them when they practiced over the summer and 
he thought he would do alright. He wasn’t the best flyer or Keeper 
who turned up, but Angelina chose him anyway because of the two 
better flyers, one was a real whiner and the other admitted outright 
that she would put her other obligations before Quidditch. 


Angelina took Harry aside and asked him to help Ron as much as he 
could. The next day they went out to the pitch before the team 
practice and Harry played Chaser to give Ron some practice, he 
wasn’t great but he got better the longer they stayed out. 
Unfortunately, when the rest of the team joined them Ron got 
flustered and he missed many more Quaffles than he saved. 
Gryffindor’s prospects for winning the cup this year did not look good 
at this point, Ron was going to need a lot more practice and a 
whopping dose of confidence before he was ready for a real game. 


Earlier that morning Harry had sent a letter to Sirius. He knew his 
godfather felt bad that he hadn’t been more involved in Harry’s life 
thus far and that he was sick of being cooped up and feeling useless 
so when he left on September first Harry had promised to keep in 
touch frequently and tell Sirius about everything at Hogwarts. He had 
worded his letter very carefully in case anyone else should happen to 
read it, telling him about Umbridge and that they were all curious 
about where Hagrid might be. The giant game keeper had been 
absent since the start of term and Professor Grubbly-Plank was filling 
in for him again, no one would tell Harry where Hagrid was but he 
thought that maybe Sirius would answer his questions. He seemed 
less cautious than the rest of the adults in Harry’s life. 


Cho came in just as Harry finished sending his letter, she had a 
parcel to send to her mum. It was the first time Harry had seen her 
since school started again, thanks to his many detentions, and he 
could tell she was upset with him for not seeking her out earlier. 


“Hi,” he greeted her cheerfully. “How have you been?” 


“Oh, you do remember me then,” Cho said cautiously. 


Harry sighed, “Look, I’m sorry | haven’t had any time for you this 
week. You know I’ve been in detention with Umbridge every night.” 


That broke Cho’s bad mood. “She’s horrible,” she said in a low voice. 
“| heard what happened on the first day, it was really brave of you to 
stand up to her like that. | can’t believe she put you in detention for 
telling the truth.” 


Harry’s heart soared, she still believed in him. “Yeah, Professor 
McGonagall says we have to be careful around Umbridge. She’s from 
the Ministry you know.” 


“I know,” Cho said, but before she could continue Filch burst in and 
accused Harry of sending off a massive order for dungbombs. 


“How do | know you've already sent it?” he asked suspiciously when 
Harry told him the letter was gone. 


“Because | saw him sent it,” Cho said angrily. 


Filch left shortly after that and Harry turned to Cho with a grateful 
smile. “Can | walk you to where ever you're going?” he asked 
hopefully. 


“Of course,” she smiled at him and let Harry walk her back to the 
Ravenclaw common room. “Do you have plans for this afternoon?” 
she asked. 


“Yeah, we’ve got Quidditch practice. Ron’s the new Keeper,” Harry 
explained. 


“Oh,” she seemed disappointed. “Well | guess l'II see you around 
then.” 


Cho turned and went into her common room without so much as a 
hug or a kiss on the cheek for Harry and he couldn't help thinking that 


it was going to be difficult to continue on with her if she was going to 
get so easily upset over things he couldn't help like Quidditch practice 
and detentions. He shook his head and went to the Great Hall to get 
some breakfast. 


On Monday morning there was an article on the front page of the 
Daily Prophet explaining that Educational Decree number twenty- 
three had been passed making Dolores Umbridge the Hogwarts High 
Inquisitor. This would give her the authority to inspect her fellow 
teachers and report back to the Ministry on so-called substandard 
teaching. It was yet another attempt to take power from Albus and 
bring him into question in the minds of the public. He had been 
informed by owl the night before by the Minister. 


After reading the short letter, Albus had passed it to Minerva who 
promptly crushed it in her fist and threw it into the fire after reading it 
once. 


“How dare he!” was all she said, but it was enough. 


It had been another long worried night for the couple and one look at 
Albus’ face as he read the newspaper article the next morning told 
Minerva that Monday night would be the same. Percy Weasley and 
Lucius Malfoy had both made some very disparaging remarks about 
Albus and the way he ran the school and even though they both knew 
that each man was speaking from ignorance and prejudice it did not 
take the sting out of the words. Every wizard in the UK would have 
read this article by the end of the day and would come to the 
conclusion that Albus was truly no longer fit to run the school. 
Minerva reached under the table and squeezed his knee in a 
reassuring gesture and he patted her hand in thanks, but it felt like 
such an empty action to Minerva. How could she possibly help him 
get through this? 


That night when he did not come to their rooms at his usual time, 
Minerva hurried into Albus’ office and found him sitting quietly staring 
into space. He heard her come in, but didn’t turn his head to look at 
her when he spoke. 


“Have | finally lost control of Hogwarts, Minerva?” 


There was such despair in his voice, it broke her heart, crossing 
quickly to his side she took his face in her hands and forced him to 
look into her eyes. “No,” she shook her head sharply. “This is only 
temporary, Albus. | believe we can get through this and you have to 
as well. Soon Voldemort will make a mistake and everyone will see 
that you were telling the truth and they will owe you the biggest 
apology imaginable as they restore their faith in you. For now, just 
know that there are people here who believe in you. | will always 
believe in you.” 


Almost desperately, she wrapped her arms around his neck and drew 
him to her, wanting so badly to take his pain away. Albus stood and 
held her so tightly it was almost painful as he kissed her fiercely, 
crushing her lips under his in a desperate move to take in as much of 
her comforting presence as he could. His hands began to wander, his 
fingers pressing firmly and lovingly into her flesh. Minerva stepped 
back a bit and Albus was about to apologize when she placed her 
fingers lightly against his lips to silence him and took him by the hand 
to lead him through to their bedroom. Kicking off her slippers, Minerva 
moved to turn back the sheets, but was hampered by Albus’ arms 
around her waist, his fingers deftly untying her dressing gown. She 
turned in his arms and they fell into the bed together for a much 
needed night of passion. Albus slowed his previously aggressive 
advances and made love to Minerva slowly and tenderly, savoring 
her tender caresses and reveling in the warm loving sensation of 
being close to her, letting her show him how much she loved and 
believed in him. 


The next afternoon, during her class with the fifth year Gryffindors, 
Minerva was inspected by the “High Inquisitor.” She began the class, 
attempting to act as if nothing unusual was going on and they had not 
been invaded by a most unwelcome presence, but Dolores insisted 
on interrupting her. 


“I wonder,” Minerva said coldly, “how you expect to gain an idea of 
my usual teaching methods if you continue to interrupt me? You see, 
| do not generally permit people to talk when | am talking.” 


With that, she turned her back on Dolores and resumed teaching the 
class to vanish mice. Dolores said nothing further until the class 
ended, but she took notes furiously on the parchment attached to her 
clip board. At the end of class, Harry, Ron, and Hermione hung back 
in an attempt to listen to Minerva’s conversation with Dolores. She 
permitted herself to be asked one more question before sweeping the 
three students out of the room with her. Harry grinned at her and she 
couldn't help smiling back a little. Dolores would learn very quickly 
that Minerva McGonagall was not easily intimidated and that she had 
no intention of bowing under the Ministry’s new influence at Hogwarts. 


Minerva warned Harry every time she saw him to keep his temper in 
Umbridge’s classroom and eventually it sunk in. She tried to provoke 
him again during the second week of classes and Harry just closed 
his eyes and let his mum’s words play over and over in his mind, 
calming himself down. This visibly frustrated Umbridge and she tried 
even harder to make him angry so he would shout at her again and 
she could put him back in detention. It gave Harry a great deal of 
satisfaction to be able to withstand her obvious plans and keep 
himself out of trouble. He knew his parents would be proud of him as 
well and that was a wonderful feeling. 


One night that week Hermione had what Harry thought was the 
craziest idea she ever had, Ron only made things worse by agreeing 
with her. She wanted Harry to teach them proper defense because 
not only did he know the spells but he knew what it was like to face 
Voldemort in a real battle. Harry thought they were crazy, didn’t they 
realize that half of everything he had ever done was due to luck or 
unexpected help arriving at the right time? He accidentally shouted at 
them, not understanding why he was so angry all the time lately, and 
Hermione dropped the subject until two weeks later when the first 
Hogsmeade weekend was announced. She wanted to arrange a 
meeting for anyone who was interested in learning from Harry, at the 
Hogshead of all places. 


“The Hogshead? Are you crazy?” Harry asked her incredulously. 


“What?” she asked innocently. “It’s always pretty empty and nobody 
from Hogwarts goes in there, we’d have less chance of being 
overheard.” 


Harry shook his head, “Hermione, in a less crowded place there will 
be more chance of being overheard, not to mention the fact that a 
group of Hogwarts students will stick out a mile in there. Besides,” he 
lowered his voice, “my Uncle Aberforth owns that place. Do you have 
any idea what kind of people go in there? My mum would have all our 
heads if she found out we went in there and led a bunch of other 
students with us, and trust me she would find out. I’ve never been 
allowed in there, not even with my dad.” 


Ron sat back, trying hard to absorb all this new information. All this 
time he had thought Harry knew very little about the wizarding world, 
but now he was turning out to know much more than Ron. Finally, he 
found something to say, “Aberforth? Is that the one Dumbledore said 
last year he wasn’t sure could read?” 


Harry grinned, “Yeah that’s him, you know I’m not sure if he can read 
or not either. I’ve never seen him try.” 


Hermione brought them back to the matter at hand, “Well where can 
we meet then? Surely the Three Broomsticks is too crowded with 
people from Hogwarts.” 


“Wouldn’t that make it the perfect place?” Ron asked. “Nobody will 
notice anything unusual about a large group of students meeting in 
there on a Hogsmeade day.” 


That seemed to settle it and Hermione set about inviting people to 
meet them the next Saturday, Harry had no idea she was going to 
ask as many people as she ended up bringing. There was a total of 
twenty-five people there, most of whom it turned out just wanted to 
hear Harry’s story from last June first hand. He did not give them the 
satisfaction of telling the tale, however. Harry had been pleased to 
see that Cho arrived, but she had brought with her a very suspicious 
and unfriendly girl named Marietta Edgecomb that Harry did not 
completely trust. Hermione had everyone sign a pact that they would 


not speak of the defense group again and said they would inform 
everyone of the first meeting. 


On Monday morning there was a huge new notice plastered to the 
bulletin board in the Gryffindor common room announcing 
Educational Decree Number Twenty-Four, which put an end to all 
student organizations, societies, teams, groups, and clubs. Harry, 
Ron, and Hermione exchanged a look, had they been overheard or 
had someone told on them? Hermione seemed to feel this proved her 
theory that the Three Broomsticks had been the wrong place, but 
Harry was pretty sure they would have been found out anyway. He 
also thought that this could be a coincidence, perhaps Umbridge was 
just trying to assert her authority and make the students feel 
dependent on her permission for their activities. 


Word had, of course, reached Albus and Minerva about Harry’s 
meeting in the Three Broomsticks. There had been many people in 
the pub that day from both Hogwarts and the Ministry, nothing could 
ever stay a secret for long in the wizarding world. On Monday night, 
they discussed whether or not Harry would carry on with it due to the 
new ban and whether or not they should approach him about it. Albus 
advocated waiting to see what happened, he thought that Harry might 
be capable of carrying on without getting caught and he had to admit 
he was proud of the students who wanted to prepare themselves for 
the eventualities, although he sincerely hoped Dolores would not 
catch them having meetings. 


Over the course of that day, most student clubs and organizations 
had been given permission by Umbridge to reform. In fact, the only 
group that had asked and not been granted permission was the 
Gryffindor Quidditch team and Angelina was very unhappy about the 
loss of practice time. She finally went to Minerva, who stormed once 
again into Albus’ office grumbling about injustices and prejudice 
against her house. Albus was able to get Dolores to reinstate 
Gryffindor’s Quidditch privileges, thankfully, and by Tuesday they 
were practicing again. 


In the meantime, Harry had received a note from Sirius, but Hedwig 
had turned up in the middle of his History of Magic lesson rather than 
at breakfast and looking very battered. When he took her to the staff 


room looking for Professor Grubbly-Plank, in hopes that she could 
mend the owl, Harry met his mum. 


“How far has that owl traveled,” she asked. 


“From London,” Harry replied, giving her a significant look and 
knowing that she understood him to mean from Number 12 
Grimmauld Place. 


Professor Grubbly-Plank took Hedwig and before she let him leave 
the staff room, Minerva reminded Harry that channels of 
communication in and out of Hogwarts were being watched. He 
understood that she meant he had to be very careful what he put in 
writing and make sure Sirius knew to be careful in his replies. 
Umbridge and the Ministry had truly thought of every possible way to 
make life difficult for certain people at Hogwarts. “All channels of 
communication” also included the floo network, which meant that 
Harry and Sirius could not communicate that way as they had 
occasionally in the past. The only problem Harry couldn’t solve was 
how to warn Sirius, he couldn’t very well send a letter stating the 
danger flat out. 


That night they had a very brief Quidditch practice in the pouring rain; 
Angelina finally stopped them when she realized that no one could 
see properly in the downpour. As the team was drying off in the 
changing rooms, Harry felt his scar twinge. It was not the first time it 
had happened since June, but every time aside from the pain Harry 
felt a sense of uneasiness that he was somehow sharing something 
with Voldemort. He and Ron hung back from the rest of the team and 
when Ron asked what happened, Harry heard himself declaring that 
Voldemort was angry. The words shocked Harry as much as Ron, he 
hadn’t meant to say it, but looking back it was true — when his scar 
twinged he felt a brief moment of anger. Was he now able to read the 
dark wizards emotions? 


The first thing Harry did when he got back inside the castle was bid 
Ron goodbye and go looking for his parents. He found them in his 
dad’s office, quietly going over their plans to keep Dolores’ authority 
at an absolute minimum. She was starting to hand back results from 


her inspections and had provided Albus with a copy of each 
professor’s performance rating, most of them were terribly biased. 
Harry told them about his scar and the anger he had felt and Albus 
confirmed his suspicions, but Harry noticed that his dad wasn't 
looking him in the eyes. What was going on? 


When he rose to leave a few minutes later, Albus shared a look with 
Minerva and she got up to accompany Harry back to the tower. 
However, when they got there, she lead him into her sitting room 
rather than letting him go into the common room. 


“Sit down, Harry, we need to talk about something,” she said 
nervously. 


Harry sat and looked at her expectantly, “About why dad wouldn't 
look at me?” 


Minerva nodded, “Yes. With these dreams you've been having and 
now the fact that you seem to have developed a kind of radar for 
Voldemort’s emotions your father is concerned about the 
eventualities of this situation.” 


“That Voldemort will figure out the connection and maybe try to use 
it,” Harry offered. 


Nodding again, Minerva couldn’t help a small burst of pride that her 
son was so quick to figure things out. “Yes,” she said again. “He’s 
worried that Voldemort may try to use you as a means to get to him, 
that he may attack through you. We both know that you would never 
willingly attack anyone, but if Voldemort figures out a way to 
capitalize on this connection he may be able to control you and both 
your father and | realize how badly that would hurt you. Albus feels a 
need to distance himself from you a little bit in order to prevent this 
occurrence. If Voldemort were to realize how much time the two of 
you spend together he would not hesitate to use this information to 
his advantage. I’m so sorry, Harry, your father doesn’t want to do this, 
but he feels it is necessary for your protection.” 


“I understand,” Harry reassured her. “I don’t like it, but | understand. 
| certainly don’t want to attack anyone because Voldemort hates them, 
but what about you? Aren’t you worried he might want to come after 
you?” 


Minerva sighed, “Il would only be useful to Voldemort as a means of 
capturing or attacking either your father or yourself, Harry. He would 
not find my destruction in and of itself to be beneficial to him at this 
time, so no, | am not worried that he will attack me through you any 
time soon.” 


“Good,” Harry said with obvious relief. “I would hate to lose you 
both.” 


“You’re not losing your father, Harry,” she said gently. “He still loves 
you and wants to spend time with you, hopefully this is only 
temporary.” 


“I know, that didn’t come out quite the way | meant it, but anyway 
I'm glad that you don’t have to stay away from me this year.” He 
smiled at her sadly and then said he should go back and do his 
homework. 


After he left, Minerva leaned back in her chair and sighed, every day 
she was reminded of the fact that this was going to be a long hard 
year. How she wished that her family did not have to be among the 
most deeply affected. 


Later on that week, Harry had the first meeting with the secret 
defense group they had formed in Hogsmeade. It had been difficult to 
think of a place to practice until he remembered a room that he had 
discovered as a child. There was a room on the seventh floor that 
would only appear when one needed it and would be filled with 
whatever the person required at the time. Sometimes as a boy when 
he was bored, Harry would find the room filled with toys and games, 
or if he was lost on his way to a meal there would be a small table 
with all his favorite foods. It would be the perfect place to practice 
defensive spells and no one would be able to find them. 


At the first meeting in the Room of Requirement Hermione suggested 
that they should have a name. Cho suggested the Defense 
Association, D.A. for short, and Ginny Weasley spoke up to say they 
should call it Dumbledore’s Army since that was what Fudge was 
afraid of. Everyone liked that idea and so they became Dumbledore’s 
Army, known as the D.A. They began with basics such as disarming 
charms and Harry walked among them assessing people’s level of 
skill, very glad he had started with something simple as many of them 
needed a fair amount of work. By the end of the hour, however, 
everyone in the room had made some progress toward 
accomplishing the disarming spell. 


It gave Harry a very good feeling to be doing something proactive to 
fight against Dolores and the Ministry’s influence at Hogwarts, to 
know he was preparing himself and his friends for the eventuality of 
fighting Voldemort. Hermione came up with a very clever way to 
inform the members of meetings as the day and time often had to 
shift to accommodate the Quidditch practices of three different 
houses, every house except Slytherin was represented in the D.A. 
She made a basket full of fake galleons and placed a protean charm 
on them so that whenever Harry changed the numbers on the face of 
his to reflect the date and time, each member’s would heat up and 
they could check to see when the next meeting would be. It reminded 
Harry very strongly of the dark mark burnt onto the forearm of the 
Death Eaters, except that he wasn’t causing anyone pain. 

Fluffy White Cat — Actually, those interviews were given prior to OoTP. 
Minerva could have turned 70 at any point during the five books and 
most likely completed her schooling prior to 1942. The rest of what 
you said has no bearing on this story. 


For the record (for any reviewers): | am aware of the 80 year age 
difference and so are the rest of the AD/MM shippers and writers, 
your small-mindedness will not stop us so please keep it to 
yourselves. Life and love do not end at 40. 


Hogwarts Duo — | should have said this a couple of chapters ago, but 
I'm flattered you want to put this on your favorites list! :) Thanks for 
the vote of confidence. 


Quill of Minerva — Oh no, my dear, that moment has been a huge part 
of my plans for this book since | very first started this project. Horrible 
as it is, I’m afraid it will play a rather large role in this version as well. 


Chapter 28 — The Calm Before the Storm 


The start of the Quidditch season was now fast approaching and 
tensions between Gryffindor and Slytherin, who would be playing in 
the first match, were high as always. Even the professors were 
getting caught up in the fervor, Harry was floored when his mum held 
off giving them homework for the entire week leading up to the game 
so that they could practice more. The Slytherins were especially 
horrible to Ron, having found out that when he missed one save he 
would become flustered and miss several more as a result. He had 
never before experienced the taunting the way Harry had and they 
managed to upset him quite a bit during the week. 


During the actual game, the entire Slytherin section of the stands and 
the team sang a terrible song concerning Ron’s lack of skills as a 
Keeper any time the Quaffle would near the Gryffindor goal posts. 
Slytherin took an early lead and Harry grew frantic to catch the snitch 
before Malfoy did and win the game for Gryffindor. He finally saw it 
and after a frantic race against Malfoy managed to wrap his hand 
around it, just as Madam Hooch blew her whistle to end the game a 
bludger came flying in Harry’s direction and hit him squarely on the 
small of his back. He fell to the ground, which luckily had been close, 
and scrambled up just in time to see the rest of the team running 
forward to congratulate him. All except Ron. 


Malfoy started in with his insults right away, about Ron’s family, and it 
took the entire Gryffindor team to hold back Fred and George. Harry 
wanted to hit Malfoy himself, but he fell back on the same methods 
he had employed recently in Umbridge’s classroom to calm himself. 
That was why, when Malfoy insulted Harry’s dead parents, Harry did 
not react. He was too busy intoning his mum’s words about keeping 
calm and not getting angry over and over to himself. Eventually, 
Madam Hooch stopped yelling at Crabbe for his illegal bludger attack 
and she came over to find out the cause of the disturbance. Just as 
George was about to struggle out of Harry’s restraining hold, she 
silenced Malfoy and sent everyone off to the changing rooms, 
knowing she had narrowly avoided having a nasty fight breakout. 


Ordinarily, after a Quidditch game, especially one that Gryffindor won, 
Albus and Minerva would spend the rest of the afternoon in their 


rooms together playing chess or having their own little private 
celebration. However, this year they knew that it would be impossible 
and unadvisable for both of them to disappear for an entire afternoon, 
so they separated to their individual offices upon re-entering the 
school. Minerva was sitting at her desk going over some essays from 
the fourth years when there was a knock on the door. 


“Come in,” she called. “Oh, it’s you Dolores. Something you need?” 


Dolores smiled broadly, making Minerva want to cringe, “Actually, I’ve 
just come by to inform you of the newest Educational Decree.” 


Minerva couldn't help herself, “Not another one,” she said with 
exasperation, causing Dolores to smile more widely still. 


“Oh yes,” she said in that sickeningly sweet childish voice. “Actually, 
it was because of you that | realized we needed it. You see, when 
you overturned Mr. Potter’s detentions and then went over my head 
to have the Gryffindor Quidditch team reformed, | knew that | had to 
do something. Well | mean | can’t have mere teachers able to 
override the High Inquisitor, can |?” 


She gave a false laugh and then cleared her throat with that horrible, 
“hem, hem,” before reading out the Decree giving her absolute power 
of approval over all punishments, meaning she could change them as 
she saw fit and no other teacher could interfere with a detention she 
assigned. Minerva was appalled, would even Albus be able to 
intervene when she crossed a line from now on? She couldn't wait to 
get a chance to talk to him about it. 


After Dolores left, Minerva waited about fifteen minutes and then 
walked quickly to Albus’ office where they had a long chat about the 
Ministry's latest power play. He reassured her that no matter how 
many decrees Fudge and Umbridge came out with, he would not 
surrender any of his privileges and duties as Headmaster. Dolores 
would not end up with ultimate power over all life at Hogwarts, no 
matter what he had to sacrifice to ensure it. Minerva believed him, but 
that was what worried her. Would the Ministry hesitate to remove him 
if they thought he was doing too much to stop them? Surely the 


Board of Governors could be persuaded to sign the order and then 
she would almost certainly be next on the list. Hogwarts would be 
doomed without Albus’ guidance. 


After dinner that night, Alous wanted to take both of their minds off 
Dolores, the Minister, the Educational Decrees, and anything else 
that was making the term miserable so he reminded Minerva of the 
Quidditch game that afternoon. They relived Harry’s chase for the 
snitch and that last final breathless moment when he caught it and 
before long Minerva was in high spirits again and she agreed to 
engage in their usual post-win celebration. Unfortunately, just as 
things were heating up the alarms went off, signaling that someone 
was approaching Albus’ office. 


He groaned and let his head drop onto the pillow by Minerva’s 
shoulder in frustration as she swore loudly. Getting up and 
rebuttoning his robes, Albus said, “Don’t move, darling, and hold that 
thought. lIl be back soon.” 


“You better be!” she yelled after him, before rolling over and picking 
up a book that she couldn’t seem to focus on while waiting. 


Albus did come back a few minutes later, prepared to pick up where 
he left off, but Minerva could see that he was distracted. He spent a 
few minutes telling her about the reason for the interruption. Hagrid 
had returned earlier that night and Dolores had already been out to 
his hut to confront him, she had come to say that he was acting very 
suspicious and she thought Albus should let him go. Albus had 
dismissed the notion and bade Dolores good night as quickly as 
possible, the thought of his lovely wife waiting in bed for him making 
him want to shove her forcefully out of the office and down the stairs. 
He had been distracted and reminded of his concerns, but it hadn't 
diminished his desire to resume their previous activities and they 
were able to finish what he started with no further interruptions, 
thankfully. 


Harry, Ron, and Hermione had actually been in Hagrid’s hut, though 
luckily under the invisibility cloak, when Umbridge went out to 
question him. They found out that he and Madame Maxime, the 
Headmistress from Beauxbatons who was also half-giant, had gone 


on a trip to the giants. Albus wanted to make friends with them and 
attempt to keep them from joining Voldemort in the upcoming war, 
unfortunately the arrival of a couple of Death Eaters and a rebellion 
among the giants kept them from accomplishing their goals. After 
Umbridge’s visit, Harry and his friends had to explain to Hagrid what 
had been going on at Hogwarts while he was away. Hermione tried to 
make him understand about the High Inquisitor and asked him to 
tame his lesson plans, but Hagrid didn’t seem to notice. He never 
thought any creature was too dangerous, forgetting that others were 
not as big and strong as he was, not having giant blood the way he 
did. 


As they had expected, Umbridge inspected Hagrid’s lesson that 
Tuesday when he was showing them Thestrals. Harry finally had a 
name for the thing he had seen pulling the carriages on the first day 
of school, and he now understood why he could see them while most 
of his friends couldn’t. Only someone who had witnessed death could 
see them, since Harry had seen Cedric die in June he was now able 
to see the strange skeletal winged horses. Umbridge, of course, 
declared Thestrals too dangerous for fifth years and interviewed the 
Slytherins, who hated Hagrid, regarding his teaching skills. As they 
left the forest, Harry and his friends decided that Hagrid’s prospects 
for remaining on the Hogwarts staff this year did not look good. 
According to Sirius, Umbridge had a problem with anyone who was 
what she called part-human, a category Hagrid fell into since his 
mother was a giantess. She would be looking for reasons to fire him. 


It had already started snowing by the night Hagrid returned and the 
Christmas holidays were fast approaching. The D.A. had one final 
meeting just before the holidays and Harry had them spend the hour 
reviewing the things they had already covered because he saw no 
point in starting something new right before a long break. He was 
looking forward to the holidays if only because it would mean no 
classes with Umbridge. Hermione was going skiing with her parents 
and Ron was going home to the Burrow, Harry had been invited but 
said that he wanted to stay with his parents for Christmas. He felt 
very bad thinking of Sirius all alone in his house over the holiday and 
wished there was some way they could bring him to Hogwarts to 
celebrate with them, but that would have been impossible even 
without Umbridge in the castle. 


That night, Harry had a terrible dream, a dream he knew was not a 
dream but an actual event. Ron’s dad was sitting in front of the door 
that Harry had been dreaming about for months and Harry was 
slithering toward him, he became aware that he was inside the body 
of a large snake, and then he or rather the snake attacked Mr. 
Weasley. Harry’s scar felt as if it were on fire and he woke to Ron 
shouting his name, rolling over Harry retched over the side of the 
mattress, causing Ron to jump out of the way. He was vaguely aware 
of his other dorm mates’ anxious voices as he tried to tell Ron that his 
dad was in danger. 


“I’m going for help,” Neville said in a worried voice. 


“Get McGonagall,” Ron said quickly, guessing that Harry would 
rather see her right now than the nurse. 


Neville nodded, he had been going to McGonagall anyway. He raced 
out of the dormitory and down the corridor toward her room, knocking 
loudly and persistently. Albus and Minerva were roused from a deep 
slumber by the sound and as she tried to get out of bed, Minerva’s 
leg became tangled in the sheets and she fell with an uncharacteristic 
lack of grace onto the floor. 


“Damn!” she swore as she stood back up and then yelled, “I’m 
coming!” in the general direction of the door. 


Grabbing her dressing gown and slippers and shoving her glasses on 
hastily, she turned back to Albus who was still attempting to wake up. 
“You better go to your office,” she said quickly. “I don’t know what this 
could be, but you need to be where someone other than myself could 
find you. lIl come and get you when this is over.” 


He nodded and rose to don his dressing gown and slip into his office 
as Minerva rushed to answer the door. Neville led her back to the 
dormitory, trying to explain what had happened, but not really 
understanding himself. All she really got out of it was that Harry had 
woken them all with what appeared to be a nightmare and then he 


began throwing up. She followed him to Harry’s bedside, he was 
covered in a cold sweat and still shaking. 


“What is it?” she asked, trying to cover her anxiety. 


Harry relayed the story of the dream, finishing with, “It was real, | 
know it was.” 


Minerva knew he was telling the truth, it wasn’t the first time he had 
dreamt about something real. “I believe you,” she said, looking at him 
to remind him that she knew about his previous dreams. “Come on, 
we're going to see the headmaster. Mr. Weasley, you should come 
with us.” 


Harry and Ron quickly put on their dressing gowns and followed 
Minerva through the corridors to Albus’ office, he looked relieved to 
see her instead of a less welcome visitor and then looked mildly 
surprised at seeing Harry and Ron trailing behind her. Harry told the 
story of the dream again, growing frantic, Mr. Weasley was lying 
bitten and bleeding somewhere they had to help him quickly. Albus 
sent one of the previous heads of the school to the Ministry of Magic 
to alert someone that Arthur needed assistance and another to St. 
Mungo’s to make sure he got there. 


Fawkes was sent as a look out and Albus consulted one of his many 
spindly silver instruments that Harry had never understood, while they 
waited. As soon as the two portraits of the professors came back with 
their reports, Albus sent Minerva to wake Ron’s brothers and sister 
and asked yet another of the portraits to carry a message to Sirius. 
Harry and the Weasleys would be coming to stay with him. He had 
also created a portkey out of an old kettle. 


Minerva rushed back to Gryffindor tower, waking the twins first and 
then Ginny. 


“Mr. Weasley, wake up,” she said, shaking Fred’s shoulder. “You 
too,” she said going to George’s bed. “Go back to sleep, Mr. Jordan,” 
she added impatiently when their friend Lee Jordan awoke and asked 


what was going on. “Put on your dressing gowns and meet me in the 
common room, both of you, I’m going to get your sister.” 


When Minerva and Ginny descended the stairs from the girls’ 
dormitory they found Fred and George waiting, sleepy and confused, 
in the common room. “There’s not much time to explain now, but your 
father has been injured. Potter saw it in a dream. | need you all to 
come with me to the headmaster’s office now.” 


They arrived back in Albus’ office just as Phineas Nigellus was 
leaving for Grimmauld Place. As he was explaining what had 
happened and where they were going there was a flash of fire and a 
golden phoenix feather drifted toward the floor. 


“It's Fawkes’ warning,” Albus said. “Minerva go and head her off, tell 
her any story.” 


Minerva turned and left the office, making her way quickly to the 
bottom of the stone staircase she encountered Dolores Umbridge. 
Still standing on the bottom stair, she leaned casually against the wall, 
arms folded across her chest, legs crossed at the ankles, effectively 
blocking passage into the office. 


“Dolores,” she said coldly, “what a surprise to see you here this time 
of night.” 


“Stand aside, Minerva,” Dolores said in what she must have 
believed was an authoritative voice. “There are students out of bed 
and | need to know what is going on.” 


“Not everything that occurs at Hogwarts is your business, Dolores,” 
Minerva replied calmly. 


She puffed herself up, “It most certainly is. As high inquisitor—“ 


Minerva made an angry and derisive sort of noise, “That title does not 
give you the right to go snooping into every aspect of life at Hogwarts. 
If there are students out of bed, of which | am not sure, then I’m sure 
they will return to bed shortly.” 


“You know where they are, don’t you?” 


“I have no idea to whom you are referring, therefore | do not know 
where they are,” Minerva said politely. 


Dolores looked her over coldly, “And just what have you been doing 
in the headmaster’s office at this hour, in your pajamas no less?” 


“That, is most certainly none of your business.” 


Minerva could tell that Dolores was getting frustrated, she only hoped 
she could keep up this circular argument until the children were safely 
gone. “I repeat, as high inquisitor it is my business to know everything 
that goes on here. If your reason for being in the headmaster’s office 
in such attire is anything that could be seen as detrimental to what 
the Ministry is attempting to accomplish then | must make a report.” 


“Trust me when | tell you that my business with Albus had nothing to 
do with the Ministry,” Minerva answered coldly. 


A gleam of triumph entered Dolores’ eyes and she smiled that broad 
“m about to get someone in trouble” smile, “You're having an affair 
with him, aren’t you? | should have known! No wonder he allowed 
you to interfere with my work with Potter and fought so hard for the 
Gryffindor Quidditch team. Well, this is obviously a case of unfair 
influence, something will have to be done.” 


“How clever of you, Dolores,” Minerva said sarcastically. “No one 
has ever figured us out before. Yes, | am having an illicit affair with 
the headmaster, didn’t you know that’s how | got my job?” She 
dropped the sarcastic tone for an exasperated one, “Really, of all the 
ridiculous accusations. Can’t you be a bit more original?” 


Before Dolores had a chance to answer, Albus descended the stairs 
toward the two women. He had sent the five students to Grimmauld 
Place as soon as Phineas had returned with the message that Sirius 
would be glad to have them. 


“Ah, Minerva,” he said casually, “I’m glad | caught up to you there 
was something | forgot to mention earlier. Dolores,” he inclined his 
head toward her, “if you will excuse us.” 


Without waiting for an answer, Albus and Minerva turned and climbed 
the stairs back to his office leaving a fuming Dolores in their wake. 
Albus told her that the students were safely at Grimmauld Place and 
he had sent Fawkes with a message to Molly and Minerva related her 
conversation with Dolores, causing Albus to chuckle at her irritation. 
Just in case she was still waiting somewhere, watching them, 
Minerva left the office a few minutes later and walked the long way to 
their bedroom while Albus took the shortcut through his own room. 


Harry spent the next two days at Grimmauld Place with Sirius and the 
Weasleys, they had a chance to go and visit Arthur at the hospital 
where he was healing well. Alous and Minerva had a difficult time 
evading Dolores’ questions about the students’ disappearance the 
day after they left. She was not satisfied that there had been a 
Weasley family emergency, she couldnt understand why that 
necessitated Harry leaving as well and obviously suspected that 
something else was going on. 


On the twenty-third, as they were getting ready for bed, Minerva 
turned to Albus, “It's Christmas in two days, | don’t want to spend it 
without Harry.” 


“I know,” he said softly, “neither do I. Which is why | was going to 
suggest that you go and collect him tomorrow.” 


He was rewarded by a wide smile, probably Minerva’s first true smile 
in months, as she threw her arms around his neck in thanks. The next 
day just before lunch, Minerva surprised everyone by showing up at 
Grimmauld Place to take Harry back to Hogwarts. Unfortunately, he 
had to confine himself to their rooms because his parents did not 
want Dolores to realize they had brought him back. It would raise far 
too many awkward questions. 


All three of them woke with the sun on Christmas morning and met in 
the sitting room for hot chocolate and presents. Albus had taken 


photographs of himself and Harry and had a lovely muggle-style 
portrait made out of them for Minerva to hang in her rooms. She was 
touched by the thoughtfulness of it and immediately hung it in the 
place of prominence over the mantle, so she could see “her men” 
whenever she was relaxing or working in the sitting room. Harry gave 
her a locket with a tiny picture of himself at two as well as a current 
one inside it, bringing tears to her eyes as he helped her fasten it 
around her slender neck. Harry’s watch had stopped working during 
the second task of the Triwizard Tournament the year before when he 
spent an hour in the lake and the first present he opened was a long 
overdue replacement for it. It was a small replica of Albus’ watch with 
the stars and moons rotating around it, Harry loved it but there was 
one small problem. 


“| can’t read it,” he said. 
Albus smiled, “Press that button on the side.” 


Harry did and the face of the watch flipped over to reveal a regular 
clock with numbers that anyone could understand. He looked up at 
his parents and grinned, “Great idea, thanks!” 


“Look on the back,” Minerva suggested. 


He turned it over and saw the inscription: We'll always be with you. 
Love Mum and Dad. He smiled up at them again from his place on 
the floor by the Christmas tree, it was the perfect gift. He also got a 
few fun things, including a book about Quidditch and a huge box of 
chocolate frogs. 


Next, it was Albus’ turn to open the gifts from his family. Harry had 
gotten him a large bag of sherbet lemons and an enchanted picture 
frame containing copies of the photos in Minerva’s locket. It was 
charmed so that only the members of their family could see the real 
photographs, anyone else looking at it would see anonymous 
strangers, that way Albus could keep the pictures of Harry on the 
desk in his office. When it was her turn to give Albus a present 
Minerva took out her wand and flicked it in the direction of the 
armchair just to the left of the couch they were seated on. It turned 


into a very old and worn purple chintz armchair that had previously 
occupied the corner of the headmaster’s bedroom. Minerva had been 
most adamant that he not move it into their shared rooms fourteen 
years ago as it was not very attractive and didn’t match the rest of the 
furniture, he turned to her to ask what it was doing there now. 


She smiled and answered the question before he asked it, “I should 
have let you put this chair in here years ago, Albus. These are your 
rooms too and | want you to be able to be comfortable here. | know 
you have never liked my stuffy wing-backed chairs.” 


He smiled back, “It’s not that | don’t like them, my dear. They are a 
reflection of your tastes and personality, but they are also much less 
comfortable than this chair and were designed for someone shorter 
than myself. I’m afraid | have just never been comfortable in them.” 


“I know,” she said apologetically. “I’ve finally decided to overlook the 
surface of this chair and just focus on what it represents: you.” 


“Thank you, my dear,” he said before leaning over to kiss her lightly. 


She had also gotten him a book on chamber music and some robes 
that he had been eyeing the last time they went to Gladrags. It had 
been a relaxing and comforting morning, each of them getting gifts 
that were truly thoughtful and would be comforting in the months 
ahead. When it was time for the Christmas lunch, Minerva stayed 
behind with Harry and summoned a small meal for them from the 
kitchens while Albus went down to the Great Hall. Minerva’s absence 
was, of course, questioned and the only explanation he offered was 
that when he stopped by her rooms to escort her to lunch she told 
him she didn’t feel well and preferred to stay in bed for the afternoon. 


Harry enjoyed himself over the holiday, even though he couldn't go 
outside and play in the snow. He played many games of chess and 
gobstones with his parents and read a couple of very interesting 
books, overall just relaxing and enjoying the Umbridge-free weeks. 
Albus and Minerva for their part were glad to have Harry all to 
themselves for a short time, although Albus was spending most of the 
time in his office and still wouldn't always look Harry in the eyes. 


Neither Albus nor Minerva were able to spend as much time with 
Harry as they had hoped because Dolores was watching them so 
closely, but they managed to find some family time every day and it 
helped them all feel rejuvenated and in a better mood by the time 
term started again in January. 

Quill of Minerva — | agree with you about Harry, he actually comes off 
that way in the books sometimes and | think one reason | wanted to 
write this was to have him behave a bit more maturely. Some of it | do 
think depends on who he was raised by and some of it is my wish 
that he would show more appreciation for Minerva and not act so 
recklessly in “reality.” 


Fluffy White Cat — | wish you had an email address in your profile so | 
didn’t have to do this publically. | have no problem with legitimate 
criticism and never meant to disrespect you. The comment following 
my reply to you was a general comment venting my frustration over 
the many reviewers who waste both their time and mine saying 
AD/MM is gross or he’s too old for her. It was not directed at you and 
thus is why | didn’t say it directly after your name. I’m glad you like 
this story and did not mean to offend anyone. 


Chapter 29 — Getting Caught 


Albus had done a lot of thinking over the holidays and he used the 
first night after Harry moved back to the dormitories as an opportunity 
to discuss things with Minerva. He was fairly certain that after Harry’s 
“dream” about Arthur's attack Voldemort would be aware of their 
connection and he thought for a moment just before the students left 
his office that Harry looked as if he would like to attack him, 
confirming his earlier fears. He had decided that he wanted Harry to 
learn proper Occlumency, but that it would not be the wisest choice 
for him to be the teacher. 


“Could you find the time?” he asked Minerva. 


She looked at him rather skeptically, “Albus, you know I’ve never 
been very good at casting the legillimency spell. I'd rather not know 
what’s going on in people’s minds and you can’t perform that spell 
properly if you don’t mean it. Besides, it might not be a good idea for 
Harry to spend very much time outside of class with either of us.” 


Albus sighed, “I know, I’ve thought of all those things myself. | 
suppose | was just hoping | could get around having Severus teach 
him, but he really is the best person for the job besides myself. Harry 
will not be pleased to have to spend extra time in the dungeons with 
Severus.” 


Minerva nodded, their son had never gotten along with the Potions 
Master. She wished Severus could let go of his schoolboy rivalry with 
James and stop taking it out on Harry, but feared that would never 
happen. He had been treating the boy even worse this year, probably 
to impress the mini-Death Eaters among his Slytherins, until Minerva 
put her foot down and told him in no uncertain terms that he was not 
to destroy Harry’s work and fail him for no reason. However, the next 
day she found herself telling both Harry and Severus about the 
Occlumency lessons, neither of them was pleased. 


Now Harry had to plan D.A. meetings around not only Quidditch 
practice, but also his extra lessons with Snape, which he had to call 
remedial Potions. He had a very hard time preventing the man from 
accessing his memories and he always left with his scar burning. 


Even though he knew Snape was on their side Harry couldn't help 
wondering if he was actually helping him block his mind against 
Voldemort. After his first Occlumency lesson, Harry had his most 
forceful experience of Voldemort’s emotions. He had gone up to the 
dormitory and suddenly found himself lying on the floor laughing 
maniacally, his scar burning. 


“He’s really happy,” Harry told Ron, who had snapped him out of the 
laughter. “Something really good happened.” 


They found out what that was the next morning when an article in the 
Daily Prophet announced the escape of ten Death Eaters from 
Azkaban prison, the Ministry blamed the whole thing on Sirius’ 
escape two years previously. Alous and Minerva read the article 
quickly and spent the rest of breakfast discussing the possible 
outcomes and how the Order could get information on the Death 
Eaters’ whereabouts. They kept their voices so low that no one else 
at the table could understand them, though they were all fairly certain 
what they were discussing after they too read the paper. Minerva 
could feel Dolores glaring at them from the end of the table and it 
took all of her self control not to turn around and say something rude 
to her. Albus was hopeful that with the break out of these Death 
Eaters people might be more willing to believe that Voldemort’s 
activities of fourteen years ago would resume. 


Both Hagrid and Professor Trelawney who taught Divination were 
now on probation and Umbridge was inspecting all of their classes. 
Sybill could often be seen wandering about the corridors talking to 
herself and smelling suspiciously of cooking sherry. As much as 
Minerva disliked the other professor, she couldnt help being 
concerned about this turn of events. For Sybill to descend from the 
North Tower into the rest of the school was a rare enough occurrence, 
but the drinking was a true worry to the heads of the school, not to 
mention the fact that even if Dolores tried to sack her they had to 
keep her in the castle. She had been the one to make the prophecy 
sixteen years ago concerning Harry and Voldemort and Albus felt 
certain that if she were to be found by the Death Eaters they wouldn't 
waste a moment before torturing her in an attempt to find out the 
contents. It wouldn’t matter to them that a Seer very often forgot their 
true predictions. 


Educational Decree Number Twenty-Six was announced the day 
after the Death Eaters escaped from Azkaban, preventing all 
teachers from discussing anything with students that was not directly 
relevant to the course they taught. None of the staff could even talk 
amongst themselves in the staff room anymore and Minerva was 
disgusted to find herself sneaking around talking in hushed whispers 
to her colleagues in the corridors, always looking over their shoulders 
for Dolores. The only place she felt comfortable to talk openly was in 
her rooms with Albus and even that time was being cut short this year. 


Harry had come to her a couple of times complaining about the way 
Severus treated him during Occlumency lessons and the fact that his 
scar hurt almost constantly now. He said he could feel even the 
slightest change in Voldemort’s emotions and it both horrified and 
annoyed him. Minerva had tried so many times over the last four and 
a half years to get Severus and Harry to find someway to get along 
better with each other, but she was beginning to give it up as a lost 
cause. All she could do was to remind Harry that Severus was trying 
to help him and that it was important for him to practice closing his 
mind, especially at night before he slept. 


“Try to rid yourself of emotion before you go to bed,” she said. 


Somehow, having that advice come from his mum rather than Snape 
made it a bit easier for Harry to accomplish the task. Unfortunately, 
his mutual dislike for the professor made it difficult for Harry to free 
himself of emotion during the actual lessons and the Potions Master 
was almost always able to break into his mind. He wished he was 
doing as well at Occlumency as Neville was doing in the D.A., for 
ever since the escape of the Death Eaters Neville had made an 
almost scary amount of progress, working harder than anyone. Harry 
was quite proud of him and proud of himself that he had helped 
Neville so much. 


On Valentine’s Day there was another Hogsmeade weekend. Harry 
and Cho had made plans to go into the village together, but that 
morning Hermione asked Harry to meet her at the Three Broomsticks 
at noon. Harry met Cho in the entrance hall and they walked into 
Hogsmeade, keeping up a friendly and easy conversation. Cho 


suggested going into the tea shop, which was covered in what Harry 
thought was a rather nauseating display of Valentine’s decorations. 
Unfortunately, when he brought up the meeting with Hermione, Cho 
got angry. She accused Harry of being more interested in Hermione 
than her and didn’t listen when he protested and said Hermione was 
just a friend and of course Cho was welcome to come with them to 
the pub. He was left sitting alone in the tea shop full of couples and 
feeling rather stupid but also a bit angry. It had been happening 
slowly all year, but it seemed like this might finally be the end of his 
relationship with Cho. Harry just didn’t understand why she got so 
upset about little things, he wished he could talk to his dad about it, 
but remembered that he wasn’t supposed to spend too much time 
with him this year. Maybe his mum could explain it. 


Shaking off the fight with Cho, Harry went to the Three Broomsticks 
early and found Hermione waiting for him with Rita Skeeter, the 
reporter who had written the most disparaging articles about Harry, 
and Luna Lovegood, a very strange girl whose father owned a tabloid 
called the Quibbler. Hermione explained that she wanted Harry to 
give Rita an interview about the facts of his encounter with Voldemort 
in June and that Luna’s father would publish it in next month’s issue. 
After a rocky start, and a few threats to make sure Rita would report 
only the facts that Harry gave her and not put a negative spin on it, he 
told her the story and she left to write up her article for the Quibbler. 


After the breakout from Azkaban, the talk among the students had 
seemed to change a bit and more people were looking at Harry like 
he might be telling the truth. It seemed that they were less than 
satisfied with the Daily Prophet’s account of things and especially 
those students who had lost family members at the hands of the now 
free Death Eaters were looking for another explanation. Harry hoped 
his interview would change some people’s minds, even if it was 
appearing in a magazine with the reputation of the Quibbler, next to 
who knew what kind of rubbish. 


They day the magazine came out, Harry was sent a free copy by Mr. 
Lovegood and he received massive amounts of mail from people who 
had read the interview. Some of them said they believed him now and 
others told him he was mad, but Harry didn’t care, as long as he 
could convince some people, he was happy. He looked toward the 


staff table, but his parents weren’t looking at him, he wondered what 
they were thinking. Unfortunately, Umbridge had noticed the 
disturbance caused by all the owls and letters at the Gryffindor table 
and she came down to investigate. Harry told her about the interview 
and tossed the Quibbler at her, she banned him from all future 
Hogsmeade visits and put him in detention for a week, but Harry 
didn’t even care. 


Later that morning Educational Decree Number Twenty-Seven had 
been put into effect, banning the Quibbler from Hogwarts. The 
students were one step ahead of Umbridge, however, and bewitched 
the pages of the interview to look like something else if she was 
inspecting them. By that afternoon it was clear that everyone in the 
school had read it and many of them were starting to treat Harry 
differently. The professors were showing their approval of Harry’s 
behavior by awarding him huge numbers of points for doing little 
things, Flitwick gave him a box of sugar mice, but the best part was 
when Cho apologized for getting angry about his meeting and told 
him he was brave for giving the interview. She caught up to him on 
his way to Transfiguration on Tuesday and gave him a kiss before 
hurrying off to her next class, maybe things weren’t over between 
them he thought. 


A few evenings later, during Harry’s Occlumency lesson with Snape, 
they were interrupted by a scream from above. Both of them rushed 
upstairs toward the entrance hall and found it packed with students. 
Harry pushed his way to the front of the crowd and easily spotted his 
mum standing directly across from him and looking vaguely sickened 
by what she was watching. Sybill Trelawney stood in the center of the 
ring of students, clutching her wand in one hand and an empty sherry 
bottle in the other. Her trunks stood on the floor behind her looking as 
if they had been carelessly tossed down the stairs, at the foot of 
which stood Dolores looked completely mad, she kept screaming 
“NO!” Dolores looked as if she was thoroughly enjoying throwing her 
out of the school. 


“Hogwarts is my home,” Sybill protested. 


“It was your home,” Dolores sneered, attempting to hurry Sybill out 
of the castle. 


Albus had found out only moments before it happened that Dolores 
was going to do this, he had dashed out to the forest hoping to talk 
one of the Centaurs into temporarily taking over the Divination 
classes. 


“| have to replace her before the Ministry can,” he told Minerva 
urgently. “Whatever happens, do not let Sybill leave the castle.” 


Minerva had only nodded once as he turned and hurried out of the 
castle. Now she stepped forward into the circle and patted Sybill on 
the back, offering her a handkerchief, telling her she would not have 
to leave. 


“Oh really, Professor McGonagall?” Dolores said in a threatening 
voice. “And you authority for that statement is...?” 


“That would be mine,” Albus declared calmly and loudly from the 
front doors. 


Despite the situation, Minerva couldn’t help thinking he looked 
incredibly impressive and handsome standing there framed by the 
large oak doors with the misty moonlight filtering in behind him. If she 
hadn't been sitting on a trunk in the midst of everyone at Hogwarts 
with a drunken and sobbing Divination teacher in her arms, she might 
not have been able to resist the urge to rush over and kiss him 
senseless. Since she was, however, she just sat with Sybill and 
waited for him to speak again. 


He strode forward through the circle of onlookers and said that it was 
his wish that Sybill remain in the castle and then asked Minerva to 
escort her back to her rooms. Professor Sprout hurried forward to 
help them up the stairs and Flitwick levitated her trunks and followed 
behind the three women. Albus then introduced the school to the new 
Divination teacher, Firenze the Centaur. 


It took a while for Minerva and Sylvia to calm Sybill down and 
convince her to go to bed. Minerva had to make her promise not to 
leave Hogwarts because she was still protesting that where ever 
Umbridge was she did not want to be. 


“The headmaster wishes for you to remain here, Sybill,” Minerva 
said sternly, giving her the look she saved for unruly students. 
“Therefore, you will stay.” 


When she finally managed to leave the North Tower, Minerva walked 
wearily back to her rooms hoping that Albus would already be there. 
He was there and they discussed the night’s events as they prepared 
for bed, Minerva expressed her concern over Sybill’s drinking and 
Albus told her about Dolores’ reaction to Firenze. She had been most 
displeased that he had found a replacement before she had a chance 
and of course the fact that he was part-human irked her even more. 
Neither of them doubted that Hagrid would be the next staff member 
she would go after and they discussed ways to prepare for it and 
keep him at Hogwarts. 


One night in April when Albus and Minerva were having a meeting in 
his office, they were interrupted by the arrival of the Minister, Percy 
Weasley, and two Aurors. 


“We have reason to believe that Harry Potter has been violating 
school rules all year and | am here to take his statement and see him 
expelled,” Fudge announce pompously. 


Minerva was about to react angrily when Albus spoke, “That is a 
weighty accusation, Cornelius, do you have proof of this?” 


“Professor Umbridge will be here shortly with all the proof we 
require,” Fudge replied. 


Harry had been using the Marauder’s Map that Fred and George 
gave him two years ago to check that the coast was clear before 
entering the Room of Requirement as well as letting people out of 
D.A. meetings. Tonight he had forgotten to wipe it during the meeting 
and as he walked around the room checking everyone’s progress 


with the Patronus charm, his eyes caught a great deal of movement 
in the corridors near them. Looking more closely, he realized that it 
was Umbridge and several Slytherin students. Panicking, he sent 
everyone running, hoping they would think to go somewhere besides 
their common rooms that was closer. As Harry was running toward 
the bathroom, Malfoy hit him with a trip jinx and Umbridge cornered 
him. She drug him up to Albus’ office where everyone else was 
waiting. 


Fudge looked at him, “I expect you know why you are here?” 


Just as Harry was about to say yes, he saw his dad shake his head 
almost imperceptibly, and changed his answer. “No,” he said 
innocently. 


The questioning went on in this vein for sometime, Fudge asking 
variations of the same question and Harry insisting he was unaware 
of having broken any rules and did not know why he was there. 
Finally, Umbridge went to get their “informant” who turned out to be 
Cho’s friend Marietta. It took a good deal of coaxing from Umbridge to 
get the girl to uncover her face and it was obvious why, the word 
SNEAK was written across it in purple pustules. So that was the 
curse Hermione put on the parchment everyone signed at the first 
meeting, Harry thought, it was quite good work. She covered her face 
with her robes again very quickly and refused to speak so Umbridge 
told them what Marietta had told her: that there was to be a meeting 
in the Room of Requirement tonight. 


Umbridge then brought up Harry’s meeting six months ago, stating 
that he was recruiting students to an illegal defense group, at which 
point Albus interrupted to point out that at the time of that meeting the 
group was not illegal and they had no proof of six months’ worth of 
meetings. Harry heard Kingsley Shackelbolt, one of the Aurors the 
Minister had brought who was also an Order member, whisper a spell 
just before Umbridge turned back to Marietta to ask her if she had 
been attending meetings for the last several months. Marietta shook 
her head no so Umbridge asked again and again the girl shook her 
head no. Getting frustrated with her negative response, Dolores 
grabbed Marietta and began shaking her. 


For the first time since the meeting started, Albus looked angry as he 
jumped to his feet, wand out, to stop Dolores from manhandling the 
student. At this point Dolores produced the list of names that 
Hermione had pinned to the wall in the Room of Requirement during 
their first meeting, their name “Dumbledore’s Army” scrawled quickly 
at the top. When Fudge saw that he grew very excited and when he 
showed it to Albus, Albus confessed. He knew that Fudge was afraid 
he was forming an army and he seized the opportunity to keep Harry 
in school, knowing he could get himself out of the situation. 


When Harry realized what his dad was trying to do, he shouted “NO!” 
but received only a warning look from his mum in response. Fudge 
began the process of arresting Albus, but he very calmly stated that 
he had no intention of going to Azkaban. 


“So you intend to take on Dawlish, Shackelbolt, Dolores, and myself 
single-handed, do you, Dumbledore?” Fudge asked with a sneer. 


“He will not be single-handed!” Minerva said loudly, reaching for her 
wand. 


“Oh yes he will, Minerva,” Albus said quickly. “Hogwarts needs you.” 


He shared a quick look with her and she suddenly knew what he was 
planning. It all happened very quickly with a flash of silver and a brief 
struggle, the moment Albus acted Minerva reached over and pushed 
both Harry and Marietta to the floor. As soon as the office was silent 
again, Albus walked over to them and Minerva dragged the students 
back up. They spoke briefly, there wasn’t much time before the others 
would awaken and Albus needed to leave. He wanted very badly to 
kiss Minerva before he left, but with Marietta standing there looking 
on it was not advisable and he could hardly justify modifying her 
memory for a second time that night over something as personal as a 
kiss. He reminded Harry to practice Occlumency and then both Albus 
and Fawkes disappeared in a flash of flame just before the Ministry 
workers awoke. 


Minerva acted as if no time had passed and she had no idea where 
Albus had gone before taking Harry and Marietta out of the office. 


They walked Marietta to the Ravenclaw common room and when 
they drew near Gryffindor Tower, Minerva steered Harry into her 
rooms. 


“I’m so sorry,” he said as soon as the door closed, looking miserable. 
“Where did he go?” 


“Im not sure,” Minerva admitted and Harry could hear the worry in 
her voice. 


She sat down on the couch, staring up at the portrait above the 
mantle and Harry had never felt so guilty in his life as he did at that 
moment, he didn’t know what to do or say. Slowly, he crossed to sit 
beside her and drew her into a hug, suddenly remembering the few 
times during his childhood when his dad had left for a few days and 
he had tried to cheer up his mum. 


“Im sure he'll be alright,” Harry said. “Dad can take care of himself.” 
“I Know,” was the only answer. 


A few minutes went by and Minerva spoke again, “Harry, keeping that 
group going after the decree was very foolish.” 


He started to apologize again, but didn’t get the words out before she 
continued, “It made your father very proud, he was hoping you 
wouldn’t get found out. Do you understand why he did what he did 
tonight?” 


“Yes,” Harry nodded, “he didn’t want me to get expelled. | know | 
need to learn all the magic | can. I’m going to have to fight Voldemort 
again aren't |?” 


Minerva looked at him sadly and decided that now was not the time to 
share what she knew, “I don’t Know, Harry, but it does seem likely 
doesn’t it?” 


He nodded and after a few more minutes Minerva surprised him by 
rising from the couch and going to her desk. She took out a small 


round mirror and said, “He should be there by now.” Then she spoke 
directly into the mirror, “Albus Dumbledore.” 


When she rejoined him on the couch, Harry was amazed to see the 
surface of the mirror ripple slightly before his dad’s face appeared. 
“I’m alright,” he said. “How are the two of you?” 


“We're fine,” Minerva brushed off the question. “Where are you?” 


“I'd rather not say just now, but | promise l'Il be careful,” he said 
before she could warn him. 


“Harry,” Albus said, “Do not attempt anymore of those meetings. 
You cannot do anything from here out to draw suspicion on yourself. 
Do you understand?” 


“Yes,” Harry answered. “I’m so sorry, dad, | never thought you 
would be forced to leave Hogwarts because of this.” 


“It was my choice to leave, Harry, because you needed to stay. 
Don't worry, I'll be back sooner than they think.” Albus’s face turned 
away from them for a moment, “I have to go now, I'll try to contact 
you again soon.” 


“Good bye,” Minerva whispered, “and be careful.” 

The image in the mirror rippled again and Albus was gone. 

“It's late,” Minerva said suddenly, “we should try to get some sleep.” 
Harry nodded, “Can | stay with you?” His reason for asking was two- 
fold: he suddenly felt very young again and wanted to be near his 
mum, but he also felt she might need him tonight. 

Minerva agreed and Harry went into his room, but after lying awake 
for a while he went and crawled into the large four-poster bed with 


Minerva where he finally slept, though not peacefully. His last 
conscious thought was that part of this was Cho’s fault, she had been 


the one to bring Marietta to the D.A. after all, he suddenly never 
wanted to speak to her again. 

A/N: In my last chapter, | neglected to thank my good pal Christy for 
her help. Thanks, Pal, | love ya! 


Miss Mione — I’m sad it’s almost over too, but | have a related project 
in mind so keep an eye out for that later. As for the last chapters of 
the book...you'll just have to keep reading won't you. ;) 


Chapter 30 — A Battle of Wills 


By the next morning signs had gone up all over the school declaring 
Dolores Umbridge the new headmistress of Hogwarts, to no one’s 
surprise. She had also tapped several Slytherin students, including 
Draco Malfoy and his cronies, to an Inquisitorial Squad. Harry and his 
friends found out the hard way that they were able to take points, 
every house but Slytherin was rapidly losing every stone in their hour 
glass. Just before lunch Harry was summoned to Dolores’ office 
where she offered him tea that he did not drink and questioned him 
about the whereabouts of both his father and Sirius. Just as Harry 
was insisting that he didn’t know where they were there was a huge 
BOOM from the first floor. 


Harry had run into Fred and George before his meeting with 
Umbridge and he had a very good idea that they were the ones 
responsible for the commotion. Rushing out of the office after 
Umbridge, Harry was witness to the most spectacular fireworks 
display he had ever seen. The enormous multicolored dragons and 
Catherine wheels refused to be either stunned or vanished, the 
ensuing chaos was incredible. Minerva had rushed out of the Great 
Hall along with the rest of the staff and the students when they heard 
the disturbance and she looked on with grim amusement as Dolores 
battled the fireworks. The rest of the staff, taking their cue from her, 
did nothing to attempt to help the new headmistress. Dolores spent 
the rest of the day rushing about the school dealing with the 
disturbance. 


Harry and Cho officially broke up the next evening. She stopped him 
on his way to Occlumency lessons with Snape and actually stood up 
for Marietta and said that Hermione’s jinx had been a mean trick. 
Harry stuck up for Hermione and Cho bit his head off, he decided 
he’d had enough. 


“You know, | don’t think this is working out anymore,” he said, trying 
very hard to reign in his anger. “Things have been going wrong ever 
since we came back in September and quite honestly I’ve got too 
many other things to cope with to spend time wondering why you’re 
always mad at me.” 


“Fine!” Cho said angrily, “Go and cope with it then, maybe Hermione 
will help you.” 


She turned and stalked off and Harry stomped down to the dungeons 
for his lesson with Snape, not exactly in the mood to spend an hour 
with the man who had been his least favorite professor before 
Umbridge appeared. His only consolation was that he had been able 
to practice most nights before sleeping and hadnt had another 
Voldemort related dream in a while. 


Near the end of the Easter holidays a sign appeared in the common 
room stating that all fifth years were required to meet with their head 
of house regarding their career plans and future course work. The 
table under the bulletin board was covered with pamphlets describing 
various careers and the exam scores necessary to be selected for 
them. Harry scanned the list of appointment times and found that he 
was to be in his mum’s office at half-past two on Monday. 


When he got there, Harry was not pleased to find Umbridge sitting in 
the office with her clipboard. Harry took a seat across from his mum 
and tried to ignore Umbridge, he could tell her presence was greatly 
irritating his mum and he didn’t blame her. Minerva began the 
meeting attempting to pretend Dolores was not there. She asked 
Harry if he had thought about a career, only just realizing that she 
had never bothered to discuss careers with him before and suddenly 
feeling like she had failed somehow as a mother. Harry didn’t seem to 
notice, however, as he replied that he would like to become an Auror. 
Minerva ignored all of Dolores’ attempts to interrupt them as she 
began telling Harry what courses he would need to take in sixth and 
seventh years and what O.W.L. scores were required to enroll in 
those courses. 


Finally, she could stand the false coughing no longer and without 
looking at the woman asked curtly, “May | offer you a cough drop, 
Dolores?” 


Dolores declined the cough drop and asked if she could interrupt 
them, to which Minerva very desperately wanted to reply that she 
already had. Instead she let her speak and Dolores questioned 
whether Harry had the temperament for an Auror. Minerva ignored 


her question and began addressing Harry again, most of his grades 
with the exception of Potions had been good enough so far that he 
was likely to achieve the required O.W.L. results. When they got 
around to his Defense Against the Dark Arts scores, Dolores 
interrupted again to explain that his performance in her class had not 
been satisfactory. 


“I should have made my meaning plainer,” Minerva said, finally 
looking Dolores in the eyes. “He has achieved high marks in all 
Defense Against the Dark Arts tests set by a competent teacher.” 


Dolores’ sickeningly sweet smile vanished immediately as she began 
scribbling furiously on her parchment, no doubt making notes about 
Minerva’s insubordination to report to the Minister. Harry then asked 
what other kinds of tests the Ministry put hopeful Aurors through and 
Dolores interrupted once again to say that Harry did not have the kind 
of character required and that the Ministry would never hire him as an 
Auror. 


“There may well be a new Minister of Magic by the time Potter is 
ready to join,” Minerva shouted. 


At that point Dolores accused her of wanting Albus to become the 
Minister so that she would be in Dolores’ position. 


“You are raving,” was Minerva’s response before sending Harry out 
of the office. 


He could hear them yelling at each other all the way down the 
corridor. 

“Not only do | have no desire to ever be in your position, Dolores,” 
Minerva said disdainfully, “but | think that it is you who desire what | 
have.” 


“I can’t imagine what you’re talking about,” Dolores said fiercely. 


Minerva sniffed, “Well, | am quite skilled at what | do, | enjoy a 
position of seniority and respect at Hogwarts. Respect that has been 


earned through my actions and not by bullying everyone into fearing 
me | might add. And | work for a man who views me as a person and 
a valuable colleague rather than a useful pawn.” 


Dolores laughed harshly, “I hardly think so, Minerva.” 


“Oh?” Minerva asked. “So you believe then that the Minister 
respects you for your capabilities and holds you in high regard?” 


“He made me high inquisitor and headmistress didn’t he?” Dolores 
shouted. 


“You are here, Dolores,” Minerva said with the air of explaining to a 
toddler that two plus two equals four, “because the Minister knows 
that by giving you a small amount of imagined authority you will do 
anything he wants you to. No one here respects you, most don’t even 
fear you as you would like them to. There are times when | could 
almost feel sorry for you. Almost.” 


Dolores puffed herself up, “Well, Minerva, | think you have made it 
more than apparent where your loyalties lie. | will be informing the 
Minister of the accusations you have made, of your lack of respect for 
your superior, and your overall unhelpful attitude since | became 
headmistress. Rest assured that this is not over.” 


“Good,” Minerva replied, “you tell your precious Minister exactly 
what | said. | only recognize one head of this school and it never has 
been and never will be you, no matter how many Educational 
Decrees you force on us. Rest assured that Alous Dumbledore will be 
back in his office before the end of the school year.” 


Dolores did not respond, instead she made another note on her clip 
board and stormed out of the office for her next class. Minerva sank 
back into her chair and suppressed a scream of frustration. It had 
probably not been wise to say those things to Dolores but she no 
longer cared at this point and she seriously doubted that she had 
given the Ministry grounds to sack her. She was still doing an 
excellent job of teaching and it would be very difficult to find a 
legitimate reason to throw her out. 


Fred and George Weasley seemed to have taken it upon themselves 
to cause as much trouble for Dolores Umbridge as possible now that 
Albus was gone because that afternoon they unleashed a miniature 
swamp in the fifth floor corridor. They were cornered by the 
Inquisitorial Squad and Harry entered the entrance hall that evening 
to find a scene very much like the night Trelawney had been sacked 
with the twins in the center of the circle this time. Filch came 
wheezing and hobbling up to Dolores waving a piece of parchment, 
Harry had a sick feeling that it was the order for reinstating the old 
punishments like whipping that the caretaker had mentioned the day 
he took Harry to Umbridge’s office after his dad left. 


Minerva stood once again in the front row of onlookers, her stomach 
in knots as she thought about what Dolores was likely to do to the 
twins. As much as those two had tested her patience over the years, 
Minerva did like them. They were decent kids deep down and had 
been a real asset to Gryffindor during their seven years, she didn’t 
want to see anything happen to them. To her surprise and relief, just 
as Dolores was about to announce their punishment, Fred and 
George summoned their brooms and took off. They announced that 
they had opened a shop called Weasley’s Wizarding Wheezes in 
Diagon Alley and asked Peeves to “give her hell from us” before 
flying out the large oak doors into the sunset. Minerva stood there 
stunned listening to the cheers and applause from the rest of the 
student body. Nothing like that had ever been seen in Hogwarts 
history and while she was a bit disappointed they weren’t going to 
take their N.E.W.T.s she felt a small surge of pride at their obvious 
capabilities and the way they had stood up for Albus. Then she 
cringed thinking of all the students that would no doubt be trying to 
take over the title of mischief maker supreme. 


As she had predicted, a great number of the students began dropping 
dungbombs and stink pellets all over the school. So many that Filch 
couldn't possibly catch them all. Even better was the fact that Dolores 
was unable to clear away the swamp the twins had left and though 
she could have easily cleaned it up, Minerva stayed away from the 
spot and left her to deal with it on her own, the rest of the staff once 
again following her example. Someone had managed to put a niffler 
in Umbridge’s office and it did a tremendous amount of damage, even 


attacked her when she came in. Peeves had truly taken Fred’s 
parting words seriously and began causing five times as much 
mayhem as usual, Harry saw him trying to loosen a chandelier one 
day and witnessed his mum telling the poltergeist that it unscrewed 
the other way. Filch was the only one in the castle who even made an 
effort to help Dolores and that was only because she had given him 
the authority to institute the kinds of punishments that Albus had long 
been denying him. 


Fred and George had left their mark in other ways as well. The 
Skiving Snack-boxes they had been working on all year had 
apparently sold well as every time Dolores entered her classroom 
various students would suddenly develop fevers and nosebleeds or 
would begin vomiting and fainting. There was nothing she could do 
about it but allow them to leave the classroom as no one would tell 
her the real cause of their ailments. The Gryffindor Quidditch team 
had to replace them quickly before the last game of the year. The 
best they could do were two boys named Sloper and Kirke, they 
weren't very good but at least they had Beaters. 


The last Quidditch game of the season took place on the last 
Saturday in May and Ron was in very poor spirits the morning of the 
game. He still wasn’t performing very well as Keeper and he was 
miserable about it. Somehow, though, that day he managed to play 
better than he had all season and Gryffindor won the cup. By the end 
of the game everyone from Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, and Hufflepuff 
were singing a whole new version of Malfoy’s song “Weasley is Our 
King.” This version praising Ron. He had never felt better in his life, it 
was possibly the first time he had been recognized for something that 
had nothing to do with either Harry or his older brothers. Harry was 
very proud of his best friend and thought that maybe Fred and 
George’s absence had given him a bit more confidence, they hadn’t 
exactly been encouraging of their younger brother when he joined the 
team. 


For a little while that day everything felt like it was back to normal and 
everyone’s spirits were high, even Minerva’s. Her lions had won the 
Quidditch Cup for the second time in two seasons and she felt good, 
the only thing that took away from her enjoyment of the day was her 
husband’s absence. They had communicated by mirror again a few 


times and she had received an occasional letter via Fawkes, to which 
she responded by telling Albus about everything that had been going 
on at the school. His letters never gave her very much information 
about where he was or what he was doing and she could only hope 
he was being careful and keeping himself safe. She wished she could 
help him but even worse she missed him terribly. She couldn't 
remember ever spending so much time apart from him even before 
they were married and spent most of her evenings sitting in his newly 
relocated armchair wishing he was there with her. 


O.W.L.s and N.E.W.T.s started mid-way through June and for the two 
weeks before hand it was all the fifth and seventh years could think 
about. The first week Harry had Charms, Transfiguration, Herbology, 
and Defense Against the Dark Arts, all of which he thought he did 
well in, but he felt especially good about Defense Against the Dark 
Arts. It had been particularly satisfying to perform all of the counter 
jinxes perfectly right under Umbridge’s nose as she watched from the 
doors. Harry felt good about Transfiguration as well and couldn't help 
giving his mum a wink and a small smile as he passed her on his way 
out the door, she smiled back quickly and nodded her head at him as 
he left. Minerva had watched Harry more closely than most of her 
students and she was pleased with his success, he hadn’t performed 
perfectly but certainly at least well enough to achieve an ‘Exceeds 
Expectations.’ 


He had Friday off and then the next week started with Potions, 
followed by Care of Magical Creatures, and Astronomy on 
Wednesday. Harry had found it much easier to make the potions in 
the Great Hall where it was bright and sunny and Snape was 
standing by the door rather than breathing down his neck. It wasn't 
much different than practicing with his mum over the summer and he 
noticed that Neville, who also had a very hard time in Snape’s 
classes, looked much more relaxed as well. They had the theory 
portion of the Astronomy exam on Wednesday morning and then had 
to wait for nightfall for the practical. Harry and Hermione had 
Arithmancy that afternoon while Ron sat his Divination exam. 


At eleven o’clock that night they climbed up to the Astronomy Tower 
and were given telescopes and star charts to fill out. After about an 
hour Harry noticed the front doors of the castle opening directly below 


him and a beam of light spilled across the dark lawns, glancing down 
again he could see several shadows moving across the grounds 
toward Hagrid’s hut. He tried to continue with his exam but was 
distracted by the distant sound of knocking followed by a dog’s 
barking, a few minutes later there was a sound almost like a roar that 
drew the attention of several students. Suddenly with a loud bang the 
door to Hagrid’s hut burst open and he emerged, followed by several 
other figures who seemed to be trying to stun him as Hagrid yelled 
and fought back. 


Parvati Patil drew everyone’s attention to the front doors which had 
opened again and a single shadow could be seen moving across the 
lawn. A moment later a very angry voice floated up to the top of the 
tower as the figure began running. 


“How dare you!” she was shouting. 


Harry didn’t need Hermione’s whisper to know it was his mum. He 
had completely forgotten that he was in the middle of an exam as he 
watched the scene playing out on the front lawn, his heart thumping 
madly in his chest. 


“Leave him alone!” Minerva was shouting, “On what grounds are 
you attacking him? He has done nothing, nothing to warrant such —“ 


She never got to finish as four beams of red light shot from the wands 
of the people surrounding Hagrid’s cabin and hit her squarely in the 
chest. Minerva was lifted off her feet, glowing red for a moment, 
before she fell to the ground completely still. 


Harry forgot himself entirely, “MUUUUUM"” he yelled. “NOOOO!” 


Ignoring the confused looks and murmurings of everyone else, Harry 
thrust his star chart at Professor Tofty and took off at a dead run from 
the tower. Barreling down the stairs and through the corridors, taking 
every shortcut he knew, he arrived in the entrance hall just in time to 
see Madam Pomfrey levitating his mum through the front doors. He 
rushed toward them. 


“Is she going to be okay?” he asked frantically. 


Poppy along with most of the Hogwarts staff had, of course, by this 
point realized Harry’s connection to Albus and Minerva so she didn’t 
even question why he wasn't still doing his exam. 


“I don’t know,” she told him gravely as she set off for the hospital 
wing, Minerva floating lifelessly in front of her on a stretcher. 


Harry followed along behind her, more scared than he could ever 
remember being in his life, possibly even more so than when he had 
faced down Voldemort in the graveyard a year ago. His mum couldn't 
die, she just couldn't. He felt tears stinging the backs of his eyes at 
the very thought and worked hard to force them back, crying wouldn't 
help anything just now. 


He stayed by her side in the hospital wing as Madam Pomfrey 
examined and attempted to enervate Minerva. The stunners had 
done a lot of damage and she could only hope to stabilize her enough 
to be able to transport her to St. Mungo’s. After what felt like an 
eternity to Harry Minerva’s eyes fluttered halfway open. 


He leaned over her, “Mum? Can you hear me? You're going to be 
alright.” He could hear the tears in his own voice and tried to be brave 
for her, “Madam Pomfrey says they’re going to take you to St. 
Mungo’s in the morning. You have to get better.” 


Harry had been holding her hand and Minerva squeezed it weakly as 
she tried to reassure him, “I'll be alright.” She took a painful 
shuddering breath, “Contact your father, tell him,” another raspy 
breath, “be careful, Harry.” 


She closed her eyes again and made another attempt to squeeze his 
hand before she lost consciousness again. Harry sat there for a while 
longer until he realized that his dad needed to be told what had 
happened. He squeezed his mum’s hand and kissed her cheek, 
whispering, “please get better,” before leaving the hospital wing to go 
to her rooms. 


Harry found the mirror in her desk drawer and said, “Albus 
Dumbledore.” 


After a moment his father appeared, “Harry? What is it, what 
happened?” Albus knew that if Harry was contacting him at almost 
three in the morning something very serious must have happened. 


“It's mum,” Harry started, trying to hold off his tears long enough to 
tell the story. “She got attacked tonight. Umbridge and some other 
people were attacking Hagrid, apparently trying to sack him like she 
did Trelawney, and mum rushed out to stop them. They hit her with 
four stunners.” His voice broke, “She’s in the hospital wing now, but 
Madam Pomfrey says they'll have to take her to St. Mungo’s in the 
morning.” 


As he had been telling the story, Harry saw the anger creep into his 
father’s face. He had only seen him that angry twice before and 
frankly it scared him a bit, he wasn’t sure what to expect. 


Albus seethed for a few moments. How dare they have the audacity 
to attack Minerva, and for no good reason. Not that there would have 
been a good reason for attacking her. Then he forced himself to 
speak calmly to Harry. 


“Listen to me, Harry, you have two weeks left in the castle and 
there’s no guarantee when either your mother or | will be back. You 
need to tread especially carefully from now on, Dolores will be 
watching you and you must not do anything even remotely 
suspicious.” 


Harry nodded, “Do you know about her Inquisitorial Squad?” 


“Yes,” Albus said gravely, “your mother has been keeping me 
updated on everything that’s gone on at Hogwarts since | left. Draco 
and his friends, as you well know, will try to provoke you at every 
opportunity. Do not rise to the bait. If they take four hundred points 
from Gryffindor just brush it off and walk away, do you understand?” 


“Yes, sir,” Harry said seriously. “I promise | won't do anything to 
cause a problem. | don’t want you worrying about me now. How will 
we get news from St. Mungo’s about mum?” It had only just occurred 
to him that the Healers wouldn’t know to give Harry any information 
and couldn’t have found his dad even if they did think to tell him. 


“| imagine Madam Pomfrey will be in contact with them, you can 
check with her, but | may try to visit.” 


“No!” Harry said sharply. “You'll be caught,” he added a bit 
apologetically. 


Albus looked at him with something akin to amusement, “I think | can 
get past the night shift Healers. It’s late, you should try to sleep now. 
Don’t you have more exams tomorrow?” 


“Yes,” Harry said sullenly, “but how am | going to concentrate on 
them after this?” 


“| know it’s difficult, Harry, but you must try. Go to bed now, you can 
contact me again tomorrow night if you wish.” 


Harry nodded again, “Alright, | will. Good night, dad.” 
“Good night, Harry,” Albus said. “I love you. Please be careful.” 
“| will and | love you too,” Harry said before Albus faded away again. 


He couldn't bring himself to go back to the dormitory so he walked 
into his parents’ room, suddenly feeling very tired, and collapsed onto 
their large bed. It was warm and comforting and Harry thought he 
could detect a faint scent of lemons and lavender on the pillows. It 
was the potpourri of his parents and somehow it soothed him to sleep 
more quickly than he would have thought possible. He was so tired 
and so worried about his mum that he completely forgot to empty his 
mind before sleeping. 


Chapter 31 — Homecomings 


Harry slept until afternoon the next day and missed most of his 
History of Magic O.W.L. and when he awoke it was from a disturbing 
dream. He had forgotten to empty his mind the night before and so 
Voldemort had been able to plant images in Harry’s mind. He walked 
quickly down the now familiar corridor toward the closed door and 
finally reached it. The door opened and Harry passed through a 
second door into a room filled with glittering light and a soft ticking 
sound, through that room he entered a third room filled with rows and 
rows of high shelves holding many glass spheres. Practically running, 
Harry made his way to row ninety-seven and turned left, hurrying 
down the aisle. There was a shadowy figure crouching at the end of 
the row, Harry couldn’t tell who it was but he began to speak to the 
figure in a high cold voice, telling it to reach up and take down one of 
the spheres for him. 


“You'll have to kill me,” Sirius said. 


Harry raised his wand and said, “Crucio,” just before he woke up 
screaming. 


He woke up screaming and panting, almost falling off the edge of the 
bed and searched frantically for the mirror. Voldemort had Sirius 
somewhere! Wait, that couldn't be right, Sirius never left his house 
and no Death Eater could get into the house. Harry realized that this 
must have been what his parents had warned him about, Voldemort 
was planting images in his mind. But why? Where had he been, what 
did Voldemort want? He sat there, breathing hard and thinking, for a 
few minutes trying to piece it all together. There was a prophecy, 
Voldemort knew about the prophecy and he wanted it, in the dream 
he had been trying to get Sirius to take one of those glass spheres off 
the shelf for him. That’s it, it was the hall of prophecies, he must have 
been in the Ministry of Magic. 


Harry found the mirror and called out his dad’s name, if Voldemort 
was laying a trap for Harry at the Ministry maybe he was there or his 
Death Eaters were. 


Albus looked surprised to see Harry again, “What is it, what 
happened?” he asked almost frantically. 


“| just had another one of those dreams,” Harry told him. “I know I’m 
supposed to be blocking my mind but | guess | forgot last night after 
everything that happened. | think Voldemort was trying to get me to 
go somewhere. Is there a big room somewhere full of shelves of 
glass balls? Is that where the prophecies are kept?” 


A bit surprised at the ease with which Harry had pieced it together, 
having never seen the Ministry or been told about the Department of 
Mysteries, Albus told him he was correct. 


“I think he wanted me to go there. Do you think it’s a trap? Maybe 
he’s there,” Harry suggested. 


Albus thought that his son was probably right, there were likely to at 
least be several Death Eaters lying in wait for Harry at the 
Department of Mysteries. He would have to act quickly. “Harry, listen 
to me,” he said urgently. “No matter what happens, do not leave 
Hogwarts, don’t even go outside. I’m going to contact the Order and 
we'll take care of this. Keep this mirror with you and use it if you need 
me, but not in front of anyone. Go and finish your exams.” 


“They're over,” Harry admitted. “I slept through History of Magic, er, 
sorry.” 


Albus waved it off, “That’s alright, you don’t need to take that 
anymore to be an Auror. Take the mirror and go join the rest of the 
school. Close your mind to Voldemort and no matter what happens 
do not say or do anything foolish. | have to go.” 


“Alright,” Harry said as his dad faded away. 


He was a bit surprised that he already knew of his ambitions to be an 
Auror and then remembered that his parents had been talking over 
the past weeks, it was nice to know they’d had time to talk about 
Harry and his career counseling session. He didn’t feel much like 
facing the rest of the school and he assumed that his mum would 


already be gone to St. Mungo’s so there was no reason to go to the 
hospital wing. Lying back down, Harry clutched a pillow in his arms 
and tried to empty his mind. Whatever was going to happen, he didn’t 
want to witness it. 


Meanwhile, Albus had rushed off to Grimmauld Place where he found 
Sirius, Remus Lupin, Tonks, Mad-Eye Moody, and Kingsley 
Shackelbolt. He told them what Harry had seen and they all agreed 
that there were likely to be Death Eaters lying in wait for him at the 
Ministry. Making a quick plan, Albus asked Sirius to remain behind 
but he refused, he had been cooped up for too all set out for the 
Ministry, having contacted Arthur Weasley and a few other members 
who were inside the building and telling them to keep an eye out for 
unusual activity. 


Within a few hours it was over, the Order members had found the 
Death Eaters and while Auror backup was called and the Minister 
contacted there was a fierce duel between the Death Eaters and the 
six Order members in which Moody lost his magical eye, Tonks was 
injured badly enough to require taking her to St. Mungo’s and Sirius 
was killed by his cousin Bellatrix Lestrange. Albus had been checking 
the rest of the Department of Mysteries for Voldemort and when he 
entered the death chamber where the duel was going on he was able 
to bind eleven of the Death Eaters and put an anti-apparition jinx on 
them before going back to the Atrium. 


Voldemort had been very angry that his plan had not succeeded and 
he made the folly of coming to the Ministry himself. Alous dueled with 
him almost lazily, always staying one step ahead of his enemy until 
Voldemort fired a death curse at him. Fawkes appeared out of 
nowhere and put himself in front of the green jet of light, falling to the 
floor as a tiny featherless mass, crooning a weak note. The Minister 
and the rest of the Aurors showed up just as Voldemort was leaving 
with Bellatrix Lestrange, but in time to see him for a moment. 


Fudge still attempted to have Albus arrested, until he pointed out that 
proof had at last been given that he had been speaking the truth for a 
year and there were several Death Eaters downstairs in the 
Department of Mysteries. He stayed for half an hour to explain things 


to the Minister and then dropped by St. Mungo’s to check on Minerva 
before going back to the school. 


Poppy had managed to stabilize Minerva enough with several potions 
that she was safely transported to the hospital in London that morning, 
where she drifted in and out of consciousness all day as various 
Healers ran diagnostics and tried to assess the amount of damage. It 
was late when Albus arrived and she was sleeping, but when he sat 
down next to her and took her small hand within his own she woke 
and turned to look at him. 


“Albus,” she said in a weak small voice, “you can’t be here, you'll be 
caught.” 


“It’s alright, my dear,” he smiled at her. “Everything has been 
cleared up, | am no longer a fugitive and Fudge has seen proof of 
Voldemort’s return with his own eyes.” 


“What? What happened?” 


He told her the story of everything that had happened since she was 
attacked the night before and she gasped in horror before squeezing 
his hand tightly, tears welling up in her eyes. 


“I’m so glad you’re alright. Is everyone else okay?” 


Albus looked uncomfortable, “Most of them will be. | believe Tonks is 
probably here somewhere by now, she was injured rather severely 
during the duel, and we lost Sirius.” 


At that news, Minerva started to cry in earnest. “Sirius?” she 
whispered, as if willing it to be untrue. 


“I know,” Albus said gently, kissing her forehead lightly. “But he died 
in battle, it was the way he would have wanted it. He wasn’t cut out 
for sitting around inside while others faced all the danger. Sirius was 
a Gryffindor to the core and he was prepared to die for our cause, we 
will all miss him, but we have to remember his noble sacrifice.” 


Minerva could only nod, how many more of her Gryffindors would be 
lost to this battle? 


Albus sat with her until she could no longer keep her eyes open 
anymore and drifted off to sleep again, she would recover but it would 
take some time until she was in top form again. He left her quietly 
with a soft kiss on the cheek and went back to Hogwarts. It was time 
to depose Dolores Umbridge from her reign of terror over the school 
and he had much to explain to the students, Harry especially. 


Meanwhile, at Hogwarts, Ron and Hermione were worried about 
Harry. They hadn’t seen him since the Astronomy exam last night and 
didn’t know where to begin looking for him. The news of his outburst 
and sudden departure had spread quickly through the school that day 
and everyone was most curious about what he meant by yelling 
‘mum’ as McGonagall was attacked. Only Ron, Hermione, and Ginny 
knew the truth and they weren’t talking. All three of them refused to 
answer any questions on that matter, claiming they had no idea what 
he meant. They did wonder how Harry and his parents would deal 
with his inadvertent revelation. There had been children of Death 
Eaters in the tower the night before and word was certain to get back 
to their fathers about what had happened. Harry still didn’t realize 
what he’d said. 


Albus returned to his office via the floo network and decided that the 
first thing he needed to do was talk to Harry. He had managed to 
convince the Ministry to destroy the record of the prophecy, 
explaining that Voldemort would not rest until he heard it which meant 
that they could expect future break-ins because only the people to 
whom a prophecy refer can lift them off the shelves. In the process, 
he decided that it was time for Harry to know what the prophecy said 
even though he hated to tell him. Harry was sure to be curious and 
Albus decided that Minerva was right, he should have told him years 
ago. When he arrived back at the school, he was greeted warmly by 
the portraits of the old heads of the school and then quickly passed 
into the rooms he shared with Minerva. Somehow, he had a feeling 
that’s where Harry would be. 


He found the boy asleep in the overstuffed chintz chair in the sitting 
room with Minerva’s tartan bathrobe draped over himself like a 
blanket. 


“Harry, wake up,” Albus send gently, shaking Harry by the shoulder. 
He awoke slowly, mumbling, “Hmm? Dad! What are you doing here?” 


Albus took a seat on the couch and began to explain everything that 
had happened since Harry contacted him earlier that afternoon. 
Telling him about Sirius’ death had been the hardest part, Harry had 
barely gotten to know Sirius over the last two years but had been 
growing to think of the man like an older brother and now one more 
person he cared about had been ripped from his life. Sirius had been 
one of Harry’s few links to his real parents and losing him had been 
sort of like losing them all over again, only this time Harry was old 
enough to understand. 


Once Harry had pulled himself together a bit, Albus continued, “l 
know this isn’t the best time for it, but you need to know what the 
prophecy said that Voldemort was so anxious to hear. Do you want 
me to tell you now or wait until summer?” 


“Td like to know now if that’s alright,” Harry said. 


Albus nodded and went back to his office to get his penseive. Upon 
his return he explained, “Sixteen years ago | went to the Hogshead to 
meet with Professor Trelawney for an interview for the Divination post. 
| wasn’t really inclined to keep the course, but met with her out of 
courtesy, | need hardly tell you that your mother was less than 
enthusiastic about the idea.” 


The two men shared a knowing grin before Albus continued his story, 
“However, when | met with Sybill she made a true prediction. As | told 
you before, one of Voldemort’s supporters was able to hear the 
beginning before he was discovered and thrown out by your uncle. 
Tonight | convinced the Ministry to destroy the record because 
Voldemort would have continued trying to either lure you to the hall of 


records or to break in himself to retrieve it. The only record that now 
exists is my own memory of the prophecy.” 


Albus put his wand to his temple and withdrew a shimmering silver 
strand of thought, prodding the surface of the liquid in the penseive 
with his wand, he and Harry both watched as a ghostly figure of Sybill 
Trelawney rose out of it and began to speak. 

“ The one with the power to vanquish the dark lord 
approaches...born to those who have thrice defied him, born as the 
seventh month dies...and the dark lord will mark him as his equal, but 
he will have power the dark lord knows not...and either must die at 
the hand of the other for neither can live while the other survives...the 
one with the power to vanquish the dark lord will be born as the 
seventh month dies...” 


There was ringing silence in the room when she finished and sank 
back into the liquid in the penseive. Harry just stared at the place 
where the image had been while Albus watched him. Harry 
questioned whether it had to mean him and Albus did admit that 
Neville Longbottom fit the first two criteria: born at the end of July to 
parents who had three times avoided Voldemort, but it was only Harry 
who fit the last. He had been marked when Voldemort chose to attack 
him rather than Neville almost fifteen years ago, there was no 
question that the prophecy was about Harry. 


“But | haven’t got any powers Voldemort doesn't,” Harry protested. 


“There is a room in the Department of Mysteries that is kept locked 
at all times, Harry,” Albus explained. “It contains a most mysterious 
force that is at once wonderful and terrible. The power in that room is 
what you possess in such quantities and which Voldemort has none 
at all. That will be your weapon against him.” 


Harry tried to take that in, he felt vaguely like he was experiencing 
this from outside his own body. Somehow he had always known that 
Voldemort would continue to haunt him until he was defeated but to 
know that he would be the one to do it was a bit overwhelming. Harry 


thought back to the night his father had left Hogwarts, he had been 
right about having to fight again. 


“Does mum know this?” he asked suddenly. 


Albus nodded gravely, “Yes, Harry, but I’m not entirely sure she has 
completely accepted it yet. You must understand how hard it is for 
her, and for myself, to think that this is your future. If there was any 
way | could spare you from having to face this | would, | have tried 
very hard to spare you from even the knowledge of this prophecy so 
that you could have a normal childhood, but | think you are both old 
enough and mature enough to understand now.” 


Harry nodded absently, “That bit at the end, about neither can live 
while the other survives... Does that mean one of us has to kill the 
other in the end?” 


“Yes,” Albus said quietly with obvious pain in his eyes. 


Harry spent most of Friday and Saturday trying to avoid the rest of 
the school, he had a lot on his mind and didn’t feel like facing other 
people. He was mourning for Sirius, worrying about his mum’s 
recovery, and pondering the prophecy. On Sunday an article ran in 
the Daily Prophet announcing Voldemort’s’ return, they 
includedHarry’s interview from the Quibbler in March, he couldn’t be 
bothered to read the whole thing. 


That afternoon Harry thought he might go outside and sit by the lake 
for a while, unfortunately he ran into Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle in the 
entrance hall. All three of their fathers were Death Eaters and had 
been arrested on Thursday night, Malfoy seemed to have decided 
that it was Harry’s fault — or at least that Harry would make a good 
target for his anger. Just as they drew their wands on each other, 
Snape turned up and attempted to dock points from Gryffindor. 
Unfortunately, the hourglass was completely empty, but before he 
could announce Harry’s substitute punishment Minerva entered the 
school, drawing their attention. 


She was leaning heavily on a walking stick, but looked quite well 
otherwise. Harry immediately felt a huge part of the weight that had 
been pressing on him since Wednesday lift. As Snape greeted her, 
Harry rushed over and took her carpet bag and cloak from her. 


“Welcome back, Professor,” he said smiling at her. “Can | help you 
with your things?” 

“Professor?” sneered Malfoy. “Don’t you mean ‘mum.” He made a 
face that Harry assumed was supposed to be an imitation of himself 
Wednesday night followed closely by sucking up noises, Crabbe and 
Goyle laughing sycophantically in the background. 


Minerva gave Harry a funny look when Malfoy said that, but he just 
led the way out of the entrance hall. She walked much slower than 
normal due to the walking stick or whatever injury it was that made 
her dependent upon it and for the first time in his life Harry slowed 
rather than quickened his pace to keep stride with his mum. They 
didn’t speak as he led the way to the stone gargoyle that guarded the 
headmaster’s office. 


“Fizzing Wizbee,” Harry said and they both stepped onto the movie 
staircase, letting themselves into the circular office at the top. 


Harry barely had time to set down Minerva’s things before she pulled 
him into a tight embrace, he returned the hug gingerly, not wanting to 
hurt her. When it appeared that she wasn’t going to let him go 
anytime soon, Harry said, “Mum?” and Albus cleared his throat from 
the other side of the room. 


Minerva looked up and laughed softly through her tears, she was so 
glad to be back with both of them and so relieved they were both 
alright. She took one arm off Harry and reached out to Albus who 
stepped over and wrapped his arms around her waist as Harry 
slipped away from her gently. 


After a tender kiss, Albus chuckled and said, “Were very glad to have 
you back as well, my dear.” 


Minerva laughed at her own uncharacteristic display of emotions and 
stepped back. “I’m so glad you're both alright,” she said. Then, 
turning to Harry, she asked, “What was Mr. Malfoy talking about 
downstairs?” 


It took him a minute to remember what Malfoy had said and then 
another few moments to realize what he meant. Looking quite 
sheepish, Harry explained, “Er, well, the night you were attacked. | 
think, that is, everyone says that | screamed ‘Mum, no’ from the top of 
the Astronomy Tower before | took off running downstairs. | wasn't 
even aware | had done it...sorry.” 


They all thought about it for a minute and Minerva said, “Well, | 
suppose they were all bound to find out at some point, but perhaps if 


we ignore it they'll forget. Have you answered any questions about 
it?” 


“No, I’ve been pretty much avoiding everyone for the last few days.” 


She nodded thoughtfully and looked at Albus to see what he thought, 
but he was just staring at her and looked as though he hadn't heard a 
word of her conversation with Harry. “Albus?” she called. No answer. 
“Albus?” 


He shook himself, “Hmm? Oh, I’m sorry, my dear, I’m just so glad 
you're back and you're alright. You really scared us you know. | don't 
know what we would do with out you.” 


Minerva blushed slightly and Harry grinned and said, “lIl leave you 
two alone for a while. It’s really good to have you back, mum.” 


He let her hug him briefly one more time before slipping away. As 
soon as he was gone, Albus helped Minerva over to the couch and 
sat down, pulling her legs across his lap. They sat that way for a very 
long time, exchanging loving kisses and tender words about how 
much they had missed each other. It would be a few more days 
before they could even think about celebrating their reunion the way 
they had both been longing to ever since Albus had been driven out 
of the school, but for now they were just glad to be together again. 


Dolores Umbridge had been officially stripped of her powers as high 
inquisitor and of course headmistress and had been released from 
the Hogwarts staff following Albus’ reinstatement as headmaster, to 
everyone’s relief. She tried to slip out during dinner the night before 
the end of term, evidently hoping to avoid a scene because her 
dismissal had been met with so much enthusiasm. Unfortunately for 
her, Peeves saw her headed for the entrance hall and he quickly 
raced ahead, grabbing up a sack of chalk and asking Minerva to 
borrow her walking stick. He chased Umbridge out of the school and 
down the front walkway, wacking her over the head with each in turn. 
A good number of students ran out cheering after her and none of the 
staff really tried to stop them. 


Minerva half stood from her chair at the head table and called weakly 
and half-heartedly, “Gryffindors stay at your table. Stop, come back.” 
She had no true intention for her students to either hear or heed her 
words and quickly sat back down again, saying a bit more loudly to 
Albus, “Actually | would like to join them, unfortunately Peeves 
borrowed my walking stick.” 


She was quite possibly the most happy to see Umbridge leave, but 
certainly no one was sad to see her go, not after the way she had 
bullied them all. Everyone was in high spirits at the leaving feast the 
next day because it was the first Umbridge-free day of the school 
year. However, their enjoyment of the evening was hampered a bit by 
the fact that they were all now certain that Voldemort had risen again 
and by the fact that Slytherin had won the House Cup. Thanks to the 
inquisitorial squad none of the other houses had anywhere near 
enough points to compete with Slytherin. 


For the second year in a row Harry did not take the train back to 
King’s Cross. Albus and Minerva were nervous about letting him go 
off alone now that Voldemort had failed in his attempts to get the 
prophecy and had lost several of his most trusted followers. Also, 
Minerva wasn’t in good enough shape yet to go and pick him up in 
London and it just seemed like too much trouble to go through for the 
sake of appearances. Instead, the three of them retreated to their 
rooms right after the rest of the students left and spent the day quietly 
enjoying each other’s company. Both Albus and Harry spent the day 
trying to make sure Minerva stayed off her feet as much as possible, 


the Healers had warned her to rest a lot for the next few weeks and it 
was making her crazy. She spent the day arguing with them about it 
and attempting to spoil both of her men, she was so happy to have 
them back again. 

A/N: Here is where | leave you until | have had a chance to read, re- 
read, and more than likely read again HBP and determine what could 
go over differently. | have to thank all my reviewers, you made this 
project worth doing, and my Pal who stuck with me from the very 
beginning when this was just a half-formed idea. | hope you'll all 
catch back up with me whenever the next book happens to come out 
and | continue. In the meantime, look for Harry Potter and What Might 
Have Been, the Deleted Scenes. I’m going to post a series of short 
scenes that | thought up but either didn’t have room for or didn’t know 
where to put, mostly just cute little cookies | think. 


Chapter 32: Darkness Spreads 


The first week of the summer holidays flew by for Harry and his 
parents. Minerva grew restless after two days of “taking it easy” and 
began trying to sneak out of their rooms for a little exercise, only to be 
scolded by both her husband and son. Albus was very frequently 
away from the castle, visiting Order members and having 
conferences with sympathetic members of the Ministry for Magic. 
Harry took it upon himself, as he so often did during his father’s 
absences, to play the man of the house. He tried to keep his mum 
occupied so she wouldn't continue pacing the floor like a caged lion 
and when she absolutely insisted on going out of doors for a walk he 
would go with her. They had many quiet talks while walking over the 
lawns of the castle, about the events of the previous years and what 
they feared may happen next. Neither of them ever mentioned the 
prophecy, but it was at the forefront of both their minds. 


One night early in the second week, Albus arrived home earlier than 
expected. Both Harry and Minerva were surprised to see that he was 
smiling, however closer inspection revealed it to be a grim smile; one 
that did not reach his eyes. “Things are finally happening at the 
Ministry,” he announced. 


“What, Alous? What’s happening?” Minerva asked anxiously as he 
crossed the room to take a seat at her side. 


“Ive just come from a meeting with Amelia Bones,” he explained. 
“The vote today was unanimous, Fudge is going to be forced to hand 
in his resignation. | don’t know yet who his replacement will be, we'll 
probably know within a few days. Another unanimous vote was taken 
today. The Wizengamot is going to hold a hearing to determine what 
should be done about Dolores Umbridge. They’ve asked for you both 
to appear as witnesses, but | don’t know —“ 


“Of course we'll do it,’ Minerva interrupted sharply. “If any two 
people can make sure that toad of a woman is exposed for what she 
truly is, it’s Harry and I.” 


Albus laid a calming hand on Minerva’s shoulder and opened his 
mouth to speak again, but was once more cut off. This time by Harry. 
“| agree with Mum,” he said earnestly, coming to stand at Minerva’s 
side. “That woman should never have been allowed in the school in 
the first place and we can't let her go free after what she did.” 


Albus looked at them both sternly over the tops of his half-moon 
spectacles for a moment and then sighed in resignation. “Of course, 
I'm going to assume you both want to appear in order to serve justice 
and not out of some personal feeling of vengeance,” he said and then 
immediately changed the subject so that they could think over their 
motivations in their own time. 


“How are you feeling today, my dear?” he asked Minerva. “Has she 
been using the walking stick, Harry?” 


Harry’s hesitation answered the question for him and Minerva jumped 
in quickly before Albus could react. “I use it anytime | leave the rooms, 
but when I’m here I'd like to get used to doing at least a bit of walking 
on my own. I’m not an invalid, you know.” 


“I know,” Albus said soothingly. “And we want you to be able to get 
around without assistance, we just don’t want you to injure yourself 
trying to do so too soon.” He paused, and then added, eyes twinkling, 
“Make sure you take it to the hearing with you.” 


Harry grinned and asked his dad what else he’d found out at the 
Ministry that day. 


Albus grew serious once more. “Word spread very quickly about the 
night of the attack. Including your outburst, Harry. Some people have 
misinterpreted the situation, however. | believe there are several 
schools of thought about exactly what your relationship to your 
mother is and whether I’m at all involved with the two of you or not. 
There is little doubt that by now the news will have reached 
Voldemort. Though he may have known already...” His voice trailed 
away as he paused for thought. 


“But how...” Minerva began, ending the sentence early as realization 
struck. 


It was Harry who voiced the thought on all their minds. “Snape!” he 
exclaimed angrily. “Of course, he’d have told everything he knew as 
soon as Voldemort came back.” 


Albus’ expression was grave. “Professor Snape, Harry, is acting as a 
double-agent at my request. As you well know. You may not like him, 
but you can’t go flinging accusations like that. If he has given 
information to the Death Eaters or to Voldemort, which | know he has 
at times, it is information we can afford to have leak out. If Severus 
told Voldemort about our family there’s nothing we can do about it, as 
has been proven by now the news would have got out anyway.” 


Minerva looked doubtful, but said nothing as Harry rushed recklessly 
into an argument with his father. “You don’t know he’s really on our 
side,” he accused. “What’s to stop him from just pretending to work 
for you while he’s really working against you. He knows the location 
of the Order’s headquarters and everything. | don’t trust him!” 


A few stern words from Albus ended the conversation and Harry went 
to his room, slamming the door loudly. 


“You shouldn't be so harsh with him,” Minerva said quietly. “It’s only 
natural that he would be suspicious.” 


“I know,” Albus admitted with a sigh. “I just wish he wouldn't 
question my judgement so.” 


Minerva let the conversation drop and instead questioned Albus 
about the likely candidates to become the next Minister for Magic. 
They both hoped Amelia Bones would be chosen, but only time would 
tell. The Wizengamot would vote upon the matter after the Umbridge 
hearing. 


Three days later, the family woke early in order to floo to the Ministry 
for Magic by eight o’clock. Both Harry and Minerva were scheduled to 


make a statement to the Wizengamot regarding events at Hogwarts 
over the previous year. 


Harry had never been to the Ministry before and when they stepped 
out of the fireplace he was amazed at the size of the place. His 
parents walked quickly toward a golden gate on the other side of the 
enormous entry hall, but Harry lingered behind staring up at the 
ceiling which was flashing messages in beautifully formed glowing 
runes. His eyes next caught the fountain in the center of the lobby. 
He looked over the golden statues of a witch, wizard, centaur, house 
elf, and goblin with interest, wondering briefly what Hermione would 
say about the look of adoration on the house elf’s face as he looked 
up at the wizard. There was a sign in the fountain stating that all 
proceeds went to St. Mungo’s hospital and Harry noticed that there 
were many coins glittering in the water in the base of the fountain. 
Thinking of Neville’s parents, he took two galleons out of his pocket 
and flipped them casually into the water. 


“Harry, keep up please,” his mother called from the other end of the 
room. 


He trotted across the hard wood floor and caught up with them, 
noticing for the first time the security wizard just inside the golden 
gates. The young man at the desk looked over the three of them with 
interest as he inspected and returned each of their wands. Albus led 
the way to the lifts and they descended one floor, Harry’s mind 
snapping to sharp attention when he heard a cool female voice 
announce “Department of Mysteries.” They left the lift and walked 
briskly down a corridor until they came to an opening on the left 
leading down a set of stairs. 


Albus led the way into a large circular room that reminded Harry very 
strongly of the dungeons at Hogwarts. “I don’t know if I'll be able to sit 
with the two of you or not,” he said, “I guess we'll find out in a 
moment.” 


When they arrived in the courtroom, they found that three other 
students had also been called. They had been asked to speak about 
Umbridge’s classes and the formation of the Inquisitorial Squad. 
Hagrid arrived shortly before the proceedings started. An owl arriving 


only the night before had asked him to be present to tell his version of 
Minerva’s attack. Seats had been reserved in the front row to the right 
of the door for the six of them. However, Hagrid took up the space of 
at least three people, so that it became necessary to expand the 
reserved section slightly. Harry and Minerva sat at the end of the row 
of Hogwarts representatives and Albus managed to take a seat on 
Minerva’s left. 


The students spoke first, detailing the tyrannical way Umbridge ran 
her classes and bullied the students. They also told the high court 
about the Inquisitorial Squad, about how all the members were from 
Slytherin, that they were given the authority to remove points from 
other students by Umbridge and had very quickly and without regret 
abused such authority. Harry was the last of the students to speak. 
He told the Wizengamot about his very first day in Umbridge’s class 
and the subsequent detention. 


“| hadn’t planned to tell anyone what she’d done,” he explained. “It 
had already become a battle of wills, Umbridge wanted to break me 
and | couldn't let her think she’d won. If | hadn’t had an appointment 
with my—Professor McGonagall after the third detention, | don't like to 
think how many other students might have had to endure what | did.” 


When Harry had finished, Hagrid stood up and told everyone about 
the way Umbridge inspected his class. He talked about being put on 
probation, about the way she tried to inquire into his personal affairs, 
and then about the night she tried to sack him. His dark eyes filled up 
with tears as he told about watching Minerva rush out to his rescue 
only to be shot down by four stunners; when he finished he pulled out 
a huge spotted handkerchief and blew his nose loudly. 


Minerva’s turn came next. She spoke for a long time and answered 
many questions, beginning with Harry’s detention and continuing on 
to tell about the inspections, the night Umbridge tried to throw Sybill 
Trelawney out of the castle, Albus’ removal from the school, and 
finally her own attack. She leaned heavily on the walking stick in her 
left hand as she spoke and finished her story by talking about the 
three days spent in St. Mungo’s and the scars she would have 
forever. Albus and Minerva had many friends on the Wizengamot and 
it was the first time any of them had seen Minerva after her attack; 


they had been angry with Umbridge before, but hearing Minerva’s 
story first hand doubled their outrage on her behalf. 


Surprisingly, the four Aurors who had accompanied Umbridge the 
night of Harry’s Astronomy O.W.L. also spoke. They had been sent to 
Hogwarts by the Minister to assist the Headmistress and High 
Inquisitor in discharging what she felt would be a hostile and 
dangerous member of staff, they said. Instructions were handed 
down by both the Minister and the head of the Auror department to 
follow Umbridge’s instructions without fail and without question. Not 
knowing what else to do, they had attacked both Hagrid and then 
Minerva upon her orders. 


“Of course, once we realized that it was Professor McGonagall we’d 
just shot down,” Dawlish explained, “we were all fairly upset. We’d 
had no idea upon arrival that there would need to be any defensive 
action taken and certainly hadn’t expected to take offensive actions. | 
may say that at the time of this unfortunate occurrence, many 
members of the Hogwarts staff were considered as hostile to the 
Ministry and therefore, if we had been attacked by one of them, he or 
she would immediately have been regarded as an enemy. We were 
not attacked, however, and | believe | speak for my colleagues when | 
say that we deeply regret the injury we caused the professor; we're 
very pleased to see she’s recovering so well; and looking back on the 
situation, we should not have acted so hastily.” 


Albus could feel Minerva’s indignance building as the Auror made his 
elaborate speech. By the time Dawlish had finished, Albus could feel 
the crackling energy of her anger making the hairs on the back of his 
neck stand up. He reached over and covered her hand with his own, 
giving it a reassuring squeeze. Minerva shot him a sharp look as if to 
say, ‘don't try that with me now, his story does not make it alright.’ 


“I know you're upset, my dear,” Albus said in low tones, leaning 
closer to his wife. “There’s nothing we can do about it. Technically, 
they were acting on orders from a Minister who has already been 
removed from office, we can’t put them in jail as well.” 


Minerva said nothing, but her eyes flashed dangerously as she 
looked back at the face of the supposedly repentant Auror standing 
across the court room from her. She knew that he had only begun to 
regret his actions after the official position of the Ministry changed 
and after public sentiment turned against them. 


By lunchtime, everyone had made their statement to the high court 
and the members of the Wizengamot were preparing to hold a vote 
on whether or not Dolores Umbridge would be sent to Azkaban. She 
hadn't even attempted to make a statement in her own defense. 


Dolores remained seated in the chair in the center of the round stone 
room, the chains had not been used at this time, while the witnesses 
and spectators were asked to clear the room. The door had barely 
closed behind them, when it opened again to reveal Dolores, now 
bound, being taken away by two Aurors. Shortly after that, the 
members of the Wizengamot began to file out of the courtroom. 


Albus stepped away from the crowd to join the small group of friends 
and family who were waiting for him. “Of course, they didn’t let me 
vote this time, but I’m glad | got to stay in the room.” 


“Well?” Minerva demanded when he paused. 


“It took them about two seconds to vote that Dolores should spend 
six months in Azkaban,” he told them. 


Everyone looked pleased, with the exception of Albus and Minerva, 
as they headed back down the corridor and up the stairs to the lift 
that would take them to the entrance of the Ministry. Harry and his 
parents immediately flooed back to their rooms in the castle. 


“Six months is a long time,” Minerva said quietly to Albus. “I never 
expected such a harsh punishment.” 


He was too lost in thought to respond with anything more than a 
distracted nod. Harry eyed his parents curiously for a moment and 
then went to his room to write a letter telling Ron, Hermione, and 
Ginny what had happened that morning. 


News for the past two weeks had been growing steadily more black. 
It was quite a statement on the condition of Wizarding Britain when 
the news of Umbridge’s trial and sentence was relegated to the third 
page of the next day’s Daily Prophet. The more pressing news being 
the many deaths and disappearances that continued to plague the 
Wizarding world and mystify the Muggles. Now that Voldemort’s 
return was common knowledge, the dark wizard was wasting no time 
in making his presence felt more keenly. The dark mark was 
appearing more and more frequently in the night sky and no one felt 
safe from the wide path of destruction being cut across the country. 


Losing eleven of his Death Eaters didn’t seem to have hindered 
Voldemort’s plan in any way. Influential members of the community 
and important members of the Ministry were being attacked almost 
daily. Every day, the paper included a flyer practically begging for 
new recruits to the force of Aurors and insiders at the Ministry 
reported that the training of more recent members was being rushed 
as much as was safely possible. Unfortunately, the Ministry was 
allowing its desperation to show. People were frightened, more 
frightened than they had been in fifteen years. 


Chapter 33: Visitors 


It had been nearly two weeks since Umbridge’s trial; Minerva was 
getting around more and more without the aid of her walking stick and 
Albus’ absences had grown longer and more frequent. He had been 
gone for three days when Harry nervously approached his mum as 
she was eating breakfast. 


“Mum?” he asked cautiously. 
“Yes, Harry?” 


“I got an owl from Ron this morning. We're wondering if...Well, his 
parents haven't said it’s alright yet, but he’s sure they will... Do you 
think | could go stay with them for a bit?” 


Minerva tilted her head slightly to one side and surveyed her son for a 
moment, then to his great surprise she smiled. “His parents haven't 
given their permission yet because we have other plans for the four of 
you.” 


“Four of us?” Harry asked, slightly confused. 


“Yes, Harry, the four of you. When your father was home this 
weekend we discussed the fact that you were very likely to want to 
visit the Weasleys this summer and we agreed that it would be 
unwise at this time. However, we came to a solution that | believe will 
be satisfactory and when | spoke with Molly on Monday she agreed. 


“Its not safe for you to go to the Burrow right now, so instead Ron, 
Hermione, and Ginny are going to come and stay here for two weeks. 
They haven't been told yet as we were hoping to surprise all of you.” 


Harry had been disappointed to hear that he couldn’t go to Ron’s 
house this summer, but at the news that all of his friends were 
coming to the castle his face lit up. “When do they arrive?” 


“If everything goes according to plan, they'll be here Saturday 
morning. They’ll be here for your birthday and then hopefully spend 


one more week with us before returning to the Burrow to prepare for 
school. | guess you’d better write to Ron and tell him, lIl contact Molly 
so she knows the secret is out.” 


Harry grinned. “Thanks, Mum. It would have been a good surprise, 
but I’m glad | know. Will we stay in the dormitory?” 


Minerva smiled and shook her head. “No. Your father and | will move 
into the headmaster’s room and let Ginny and Hermione stay in our 
room; Ron can stay with you. We'll discuss the rules once they’ve 
arrived. | see no need to repeat myself.” 


“Brilliant,” Harry said. “lIl go write to Ron.” 


Albus returned home Friday afternoon, looking utterly exhausted, and 
after a quick shower went to bed with barely a word to either Minerva 
or Harry. He was up early Saturday morning, however, and helped 
with the last minute preparations for their guests. 


“Are you certain you don’t want me to go with you, my dear?” he 
asked Minerva as she and Harry were getting ready to depart. 


“We'll be fine, Albus,” she assured him. “We're only going to the 
Three Broomsticks long enough for everyone to floo over and then 
we'll be home. I’m certain that with this portkey you’ve made we won't 
have any trouble.” 


Albus hesitated a moment and then nodded his agreement. “The 
portkey will bring you directly back to these rooms. You know how to 
activate it?” 


“Of course,” Minerva answered. 


“If you have any trouble, Tonks is in the village and you know how 
to contact me here.” 


“We'll see you in a few minutes, Albus. Don’t worry so much.” 
Minerva raised up on her toes and kissed her husband lightly on the 
lips before calling to Harry that it was time to go. 


Albus had arranged a portkey that defied the usual rules of Hogwarts 
and allowed Harry and Minerva to go directly to the Three 
Broomsticks from within the walls. Once their three guests had 
arrived it would bring them safely back to the family’s rooms. They 
arrived in the pub at almost the exact moment Molly Weasley stepped 
out of the fire place. Ron, Ginny, and Hermione quickly followed and 
the group spent several moments exchanging warm greetings. 


Harry stepped forward and shook hands with Ron. “Good to see you, 
mate,” Ron said cheerfully. 


Before he could even say hello to her, Hermione threw her arms 
around Harry’s neck. “Hi, Hermione,” he said with a grin. When she 
released him, Harry moved over and hugged Ginny as well before 
thinking about his actions. She returned the hug awkwardly and they 
hurriedly broke apart, both blushing furiously. Molly and Minerva 
exchanged amused and knowing smiles as they watched the pair. 


“How are you, Minerva?” Molly asked. “It’s so good to see you 
without that walking stick.” 


“Its good to be rid of it,” Minerva agreed. “I’m doing fine. How is the 
rest of your family?” 


“They’re all fine. I’m worried about them, of course, but there are no 
complaints so far. Are you sure you can handle these four?” 


“| think we'll manage,” Minerva said. “As I’m supposed to be 
recovering this summer and can’t do any official work, | may as well 
let this lot give me a workout for a while.” 


“You'll get it,” Molly agreed. “You three behave yourselves,” she 
admonished. “Don't hesitate to send them back if they get out of hand, 
Minerva.” 


“We'll be fine, but we should probably go soon.” 


Molly nodded her agreement and hugged all four of the teenagers 
good-bye, commenting as she did so about how much Harry had 
grown since she last saw him. The others watched her step into the 
fireplace and floo home before activating the portkey that would take 
them back to Hogwarts. 


Once Minerva had everyone settled into their respective bedrooms, 
she gathered the four teenagers into the sitting room, where Albus 
was waiting to go over the rules that had been created. They all 
greeted him somewhat shyly, suddenly feeling very strange about 
living in their professors’ quarters for two weeks, even if it was also 
the home of their best friend. 


Albus smiled warmly at his students. “First of all,” he said, “for the 
next two weeks Minerva and | are not your professors, merely the 
parents of a friend. You may still call us “Professor” if that is more 
comfortable for you, but we want you to be informal while you're here 
and to make yourselves at home. If there’s anything you need, don't 
hesitate to ask either of us. Also, the house elves do work over the 
summer and lm sure will be more than willing to get you a snack at 
anytime. I’m afraid they get rather bored with all the students away. 


“Unfortunately, it is necessary that we impose a few extra rules on 
the four of you that you may not have been expecting. As you are all 
well aware, we have entered a period of great danger. Because of 
this, representatives from the Ministry will be on the grounds 
throughout the summer strengthening the wards around the castle 
and adding some new protection. Due to their work schedule, it may 
be necessary for you to remain entirely inside on some days. On 
those days that you are able to go out, you must first let someone 
know where you are going and how long you will be out. By someone, 
| mean specifically Minerva or myself. We will let you know whether 
or not you may leave the castle and when and where it is safe to go 
out of doors. | hate to disappoint you, but it is entirely possible that 
you won't be able to use the Quidditch pitch at all for the next two 
weeks. 


“You will be allowed, generally, to go anywhere within the castle 
walls that you would like, but we’re going to ask that you check in 


regularly with one of us so that we know approximately where you are 
at all times. The six of us will take our meals here so that you don’t 
have to eat with the other staff if you would prefer, but be prepared to 
run into many of your teachers while you are here. Most of them have 
remained in the castle for various reasons this summer. 


“| think that’s all | need to tell you officially. | may be gone for a 
significant portion of your visit, so any other rules that need to be 
created or restrictions that need to be given out as your time here 
unfolds will be up to Minerva. If at anytime we find that you’re 
disobeying us and leaving the castle without our knowledge or trying 
to sneak into the village the visit will be terminated and, Harry, | have 
no doubt but that your mother will confiscate your invisibility cloak and 
your map. | dislike to be so harsh with you, but your safety is our top 
priority at this time. Do you have any questions?” 


The four of them looked at Albus and shook their head mutely. The 
full impact of his words was slowly sinking into their minds and each 
wondered silently if they could be in any true danger at Hogwarts. 


“Why don’t the four of you go on out into the rest of the castle until 
lunchtime,” Minerva suggested. “We have some things to discuss and 
| feel quite certain you won't get into any trouble this early in your 
stay.” 


As Harry got up and led his friends out of the room, he wondered why 
his parents hadn’t told him earlier about not going outside. He 
supposed it was because he hadn’t been out of doors without at least 
one of them accompanying him yet this summer. It was apparent 
from his father’s speech that the adults were worried and that worried 
Harry, but he resolved to keep his thoughts to himself for now and 
focus on his short holiday with his friends. He would have to tell them 
about the prophecy at some point, but decided to wait until another 
day. 


As the door closed behind their son and his friends, Minerva sighed 
and leaned against Albus. He slipped his arms around her shoulders 
and they enjoyed a welcome and companionable silence. 


After a time, Minerva spoke. “I hope you didn’t scare them. Is 
Hogwarts really as vulnerable as you made it sound?” 


“| honestly don’t know, Minerva,” Albus answered, a note of 
sadness in his voice. “It’s better that they be scared into caution than 
the alternative. | hated to do it, but they’re old enough to appreciate 
the current situation.” 


“I know,” Minerva sighed. “Do you think we should teach them how 
to send messages with a patronus? Harry taught them how to conjure 
one last year.” 


“I think that’s an excellent idea,” he agreed. “We can work with them 
in the evenings. Well, if I’m not here you can work with them.” 


“Will you be away for long periods of time?” 


“My absences will be frequent, hopefully they won't be long,” Albus 
answered. 


“I suppose you're still not going to tell me what you’re up to when 
you're away?” Minerva asked wistfully. 


Albus looked down into her troubled eyes and shook his head. “For 
right now, | think it’s best if you don’t know. I’m not entirely certain of 
my theory, but | think I’m on the right trail. | probably should have 
started working on this years ago, but because of the prophecy | have 
to involve Harry and | had to wait for Voldemort to return.” 


“That prophecy!” Minerva said bitterly. “I should never have let you 
go on that interview.” 


He laid a soothing hand on her shoulder and said calmly. “It’s not 
Sybill’s fault, Minerva. If the prophecy had not been overheard and 
acted upon Harry would never have been involved. The Order could 
have taken care of the task I’ve undertaken this summer and 
Voldemort could probably have been defeated years ago.” 


“Why not let the Order help with your present task?” she asked. 


Albus shook his head again. “The fewer people who know what I’m 
doing the better. | trust the Order members, but past events have 
proven that trust to be misplace on more than one occasion.” 


Minerva nodded, the thought of Peter Pettigrew’s betrayal bringing 
tears to her eyes. She blinked them back and leaned against Albus’ 
shoulder once more. He lifted a hand and gently tilted her chin up till 
she was looking in his eyes. For a long moment, neither of them 
moved and then Albus slowly lowered his head to his wife’s, kissing 
her tenderly. 


Meanwhile, Harry and his friends had wandered around the castle 
only to end up in the Transfiguration classroom. Ginny and Ron 
perched on one of the student tables, Harry and Hermione on another. 


“So,” Harry said. “What’s been happening this summer? How is your 
family?” 


Ron’s eyes took on a dreamy look, Hermione and Ginny exchanged 
glances and rolled their eyes. “Fleur Delacour is staying with us,” 
Ginny explained to Harry. “She’s engaged to Bill.” 


Harry looked back and forth between Ron and Hermione, one still 
looking dazed, the other scowling, and couldn’t suppress the 
overwhelming urge to laugh. 


“She’s driving us all mad,” Ginny continued. “Except Ron and Bill, of 
course. Even Mum is tired of her, and that’s saying a lot.” 


Hermione interrupted to say, “At least we get a break for two weeks. | 
for one don't care to discuss Fleur while we're here. It’s bad enough 
that we have to go back to the house and live with her for another 
month.” 

“She’s not that bad,” Ron interposed. 


“Yes, she is,” Hermione retorted with an air of finality. 


“Well, what else has been happening?” Harry asked. He turned to 
Ginny. “Are you still seeing that boy from Ravenclaw?” 


“Who Michael?” she asked. “Definitely not. The last | heard he was 
going out with Cho. You and she had finished, right?” 


“Sometimes | think we never should have started,” Harry said 
moodily. “I can’t believe she brought that Marietta girl to the DA.” 


“I'd like a chance to use the bat-bogey hex on both of them,” Ginny 
said. 


Ron watched the exchange between his best friend and his little 
sister with a great deal of interest. When she first started at Hogwarts, 
Ginny had made no secret of her considerable crush on Harry, but at 
the time Ron had viewed the whole thing as somewhat of a joke. 
Since she’d started showing interest in other boys, however, 
especially Michael Corner, Ron had changed his mind. He now 
thought it would be a very good idea for Ginny to date Harry. At least 
Ron could get along with Harry. 


“Well, mate,” Ron said to Harry, “you’re the only one that’s ever 
spent the summer in the castle before. What do we do for fun if we 
can’t go outside?” 


Harry shrugged. “I usually do a lot of flying in the summer when I’m 
not with my parents. | guess we can play chess and Exploding Snap. 
Maybe we can practice dueling since we’re here and the magic can’t 
be traced. l'Il ask when we go back for lunch.” 


“Do you think your dad will tell us any more about the war than we 
can read in the Prophet?” Hermione asked eagerly. 


“I doubt it,” Harry told her. “He generally keeps his thoughts pretty 
much to himself. | think there are things even my mum doesn't really 
know.” 


“We don’t know a thing about what the Order has been doing,” Ron 
grumbled. “They’re still treating us like children.” 


“The Order is only for witches and wizards who are of age and have 
finished school, Ron. They’ve told us that a thousand times,” Ginny 
reminded him. “You know there’s no point in asking, we just have to 
find other ways of getting information.” 


“You’ve spent too much time with Fred and George,” Hermione 
charged. 


“How’s their store?” Harry asked, cutting off any argument about the 
ethics of the twins’ behavior. 


“We haven't been yet, but to hear them talk it must be brilliant,” Ron 
said. “The way they spend money now they must really be making a 
go of it.” 


“We can send them an owl this week if you want, Harry,” Ginny 
offered. “That way you can ask about the store yourself.” 


Ron suddenly remembered something Albus had said to them earlier. 
“Your dad said most of the professors are here this summer. Does 
that mean we'll have to see Snape?” 


“I don’t know,” Harry answered. “I don’t know what he’s doing, but | 
think he’s spending the summer somewhere else because of spying.” 
He started to say more about Snape, but then changed his mind. 
“Let’s go get my chess board and take it to the common room. That 
should give us something to do until lunchtime.” 


They all slid off the desks and began retracing their steps toward 
Harry’s family’s rooms in Gryffindor Tower. Ron, Hermione, and 
Ginny were still trying to get used to being in the school when it was 
so empty; they hadn’t seen anyone all morning, not even one of the 
castle’s ghosts. 


A/N: | hope this chapter wasn’t too boring. | had to get through some 
of the preliminaries. The next chapter or two should be more plot 
oriented. 


Chapter 34: The First Step 


Harry and his friends had been pleased to find that not only did his 
parents agree to allow the dueling practice, but his mother also 
decided to oversee the practices and teach them extra spells. They 
dedicated two hours every morning and a further two hours each 
afternoon to the practice sessions and by the end of two weeks 
Minerva was very proud of the progress the students had made. Free 
time was spent playing chess or, when they were able, flying around 
the Quidditch pitch. Hermione had never been much of a flier, so she 
tended to sit in the stands and watch while Harry and Ginny played 
Chaser to Ron’s Keeper. With no one else around to watch, Ron was 
really quite amazing as a Keeper and Harry couldn't help hoping he 
would keep it up during the next Quidditch season. 


Harry, Ron and Hermione received their O.W.L. results toward the 
end of their first week. Harry was surprised at his success in some 
subjects. He studied the sheet of parchment for a moment and then 
passed it over to his mum. 

ArithmancyE 

AstronomyA 

Care of Magical CreaturesE 

CharmsE 

Defense Against the Dark Arts O 

HerbologyE 

History of MagicT 


PotionsE 


TransfigurationO 


“Well done, Harry,” Minerva told him. She was quite pleased with 
his work, except of course History of Magic which he had slept 
through. 


Minerva also looked over Ron and Hermione’s results. Hermione had 
scored an ‘Outstanding’ in every course except Defense and Ron had 
done quite well for himself, though he hadn’t scored above ‘Exceeds 
Expectations’ in any subject. She offered to help them select their 
schedules for the upcoming year if they needed advice. 


That night, Albus returned from a session of the Wizengamot with the 
news that Rufus Scrimgeour, former head of the Auror department, 
had been selected as the new Minister for Magic. There had been 
rumors that Amelia Bones was the popular choice among the 
members of the Wizengamot, but she had been attacked by the 
Death Eaters only the week before. The tragedy shook the Wizarding 
World, yet surprised no one as her family had come under attack 
during Voldemort’s first reign. Unfortunately, this was one of many 
attacks that were quickly robbing their world of its best and brightest. 


Harry’s birthday the next week would have been a lot of fun had it not 
been for the fact that his father was absent and he could tell that his 
mother was worried. The house elves made an enormous chocolate 
cake, which followed a dinner consisting of all Harry’s favorite foods. 
Fred and George dropped by to surprise him, bringing a huge 
assortment of goods from their shop. 


“I hope you've not brought any of those Skiving Snackboxes,” 
Minerva said. 


“Couldn't, Professor,” Fred grinned. 
“We're sold out,” George explained gleefully. 
“Wonderful,” Minerva muttered. 


“Why haven’t you brought any of this by the house?” Ron asked his 
brothers as he inspected the things they had brought Harry. 


“First of all, because Mum would kill us,” Fred said. 


“And secondly, because if you want any of it, little brother, you’ve 
got to pay for it,” George added. 


“And Harry doesn’t? That’s hardly fair!” 


“Harry financed the shop. We're just giving him a small return on his 
investment.” 


“I don’t need any return,” Harry said quickly. “I'd be glad to pay.” 


“Nonsense,” Fred told him. “Besides that, it’s your birthday. Here, 
this one’s my favorite. Watch!” 


Minerva drifted away from the excited teenagers to stand at the 
window. She looked out at the night sky and wondered where her 
husband could be. In the distance, she could see the now ever- 
present mists that signified the continued breeding of the Dementors. 
So far, they were staying away from Hogwarts, but for how long she 
wondered. She shivered involuntarily. Alous had been gone longer 
than ever before and Minerva had no idea where he was or what he 
was doing. He didn’t even deem it safe to send Fawkes with news 
that he was still alive and well. She hated the waiting and the 
worrying, hated that she couldn't be out there doing something — 
anything — to help. 


Suddenly, there was a soft pop and the room went dark. An inky 
blackness like none she’d ever experienced before enveloped 
Minerva. She turned as she heard a shriek come from the direction of 
the couch. 


“Oy, who stepped on my foot!” Ron said harshly. 
“Quiet, all of you,” Minerva snapped, drawing her wand. 
Her eyes strained against the darkness and she kicked herself 


mentally for turning her back on the room and not paying attention to 
what was going on. Briefly, she wondered if Death Eaters had 


managed to get through the wards; they weren’t completely set yet 
and Minerva supposed it was possibly they could be breached. Was it 
safe to transform into her animagus form to see more clearly in the 
darkness? On the verge of panic in the quiet darkness, Minerva 
heard one of the twins begin to speak. It must only have been 
seconds since she herself had spoken, but it seemed longer. 


“Don’t worry, Professor,” Fred was saying. “Nothing bad’s happened. 
It's one of our new inventions. We were just showing this lot how if 
you drop this packet of powder the whole room goes so dark no one 
can see a thing. It’s perfect for escaping.” 


Minerva sighed with relief. 
“George, do you have that other?” Fred’s voice asked. 
“Right here.” 


There was a sound of rustling paper and then another soft pop and 
slowly the darkness began to clear. When Minerva could once more 
see the six teenagers, she crossed the room and motioned them all 
to sit down. Fifteen minutes later, she finished her lecture on the 
dangers of using such a substance and the irresponsibility of having it 
available to possible enemies. 


“I don’t want you selling that to the students, it would wreak havoc at 
Hogwarts,” she finished. 


Fred and George nodded their understanding and apologized for 
scaring her earlier. “Actually, Professor, we invented it for the Order. 
We thought it might be useful against Death Eaters. It’s not so much 
of a prank item as a practical one for self-defense,” George 
explained. 


“We have a back room in the shop where we keep things that aren’t 
ready for public sale or that aren’t advisable for use by Hogwarts 
students,” Fred added. “Mainly things we’ve been developing for the 
Order or the D.A.” 


“I still wish you would be very very careful with those items,” 
Minerva said, a hint of concern in her voice. “Please take great pains 
to ensure that nothing like this powder falls into the wrong hands. The 
consequences could be disastrous.” 


“Yes, Professor,” the twins said in unison. 


The rest of the evening went well, but Minerva was relieved to tell the 
teens goodnight and crawl into her bed two hours later. She lay there 
for some time thinking about Albus, hoping he was unhurt and 
sending him loving thoughts. Then, just as she was drifting off to 
sleep, the door from his office opened and Albus entered the room. 
He was battered and bruised, his robes dirty and torn, and he looked 
exhausted to the point of collapse. 


“Albus!” Minerva exclaimed, jumping out of bed and running to his 
side. 


“Hello, my dear,” he said in a tired voice, wrapping an arm loosely 
around her waist. 


“Albus, I’ve been so worried! Are you all right?” Minerva refrained 
from telling him he looked awful as she ran her hands over his body, 
feeling for injuries. “Should | get Poppy?” 


“Let me take a bath first, darling,” he answered. “Perhaps then we'll 
see about some potions.” 


“Potions? Albus, | think you’re going to need healing spells. And | 
hope you’re not planning to go out again right away. You need to 
rest.” 


He lifted a hand to cup her cheek and looked down at her tenderly. “l 
know | need to rest, Minerva. Even if | wanted to, | couldn’t go back 
out tomorrow. However, | don’t need to go back just yet. | 
accomplished what | set out to do and now it’s time to do more 
research before | proceed.” 


“You were successful?” Minerva asked, helping him toward the 
bathroom. 


“Quite successful.” 


“And now you know your theory is correct?”’she asked after a 
moment's hesitation. 


“I’m almost positive I’m on the right trail,” Albus answered. “It will 
take careful study of the object | brought back with me and, if it can 
be arranged, further consultation with a former colleague.” 


Minerva’s curiosity was greatly aroused, but she knew better than to 
press Albus for answers. He would tell her when and if he felt it 
proper for her to know. 


The couple made their way into the bathroom adjoining the 
headmaster’s bedroom and Minerva adjusted the taps to fill the tub 
with warm bubbly water while Albus peeled off his blood and dirt 
spattered robes. She summoned a cloth and a bar of soap and then 
vanished the robes, as they were beyond repair. Albus eased himself 
into the water with a grateful sigh, his aching muscles protesting even 
the smallest of movements yet welcoming the warmth. For a long 
while, he just soaked his tired body and then Minerva sat on the edge 
of the tub and helped him wash. Neither of them spoke about his trip, 
choosing instead to discuss the goings on at Hogwarts in Albus’ 
absence especially the events of that night. 


“I’m sorry | missed Harry’s birthday,” Albus said sadly. “I'll have to 
make it up to him somehow.” 


“I know he understands, Albus,” Minerva said. “He’s so much like 
you. Sometimes | think the two of you share some secret knowledge 
or understanding the rest of us don’t have. You would both sacrifice 
just about anything to stop Voldemort, but you don’t want anyone else 
to do the same.” 


Albus leaned his head back, resting it on Minerva’s leg, and looked 
up at her. She smoothed his hair back from his face and ran her cool 
fingers over forehead and temples, massaging his head gently. 


“I think you're right, my dear,” he said after a moment. “Others have 
dedicated themselves to this cause, but somehow Harry and | seem 
drawn further into it than most.” 


Tears stung the backs of Minerva’s eyes, but she struggled to blink 
them away. Now was not the time for tears, she told herself. Albus 
drained half the water from the tub and filled it again so that Minerva 
could help him wash his long hair and beard. Minerva had noticed 
while he was bathing that Alous seemed to be favoring his right hand. 
She was on the point of asking whether he had injured it badly when 
he stepped out of the tub and she had the question answered for her. 
Her eyes widened and the fluffy purple towel she’d been holding out 
for Albus nearly dropped from her hands. 


Albus took the towel from her and wrapped himself in it, noticing that 
her gaze had focused on his hand. He had encountered some very 
powerful dark magic that night and some of it he had been unable to 
combat quickly enough. The result being that his right hand was now 
blackened and burnt looking. It didn’t hurt much anymore, in fact he 
could hardly feel anything at all, but he could still use it. Everything he 
had attempted to do with that hand since the injury a few hours ago 
had proven successful, but Albus didn’t yet know how limited his 
movements would be. 


“Albus?” Minerva ask softly. 

“It’s not so bad,” he told her. 
She reached over and took his injured hand between both of hers, 
holding it gently, afraid to hurt him. “ls it something the Healers can 


reverse?” she asked, already knowing the answer. 


“I’m afraid not. Is it horribly disgusting?” 


“You could never disgust me, Albus, you know that.” She stroked 
the back of his hand lovingly. 


He lifted his free hand to her face and ran his thumb over her cheek 
before bending down to kiss her tenderly. After sharing a few more 
gentle kisses, the couple tended to Albus’ other injuries and then 
settled down to sleep, happy to finally be in each other’s arms again. 


The next morning, Bill Weasley came with reports from the Order 
members who had been out gathering information all week. When he 
arrived, Albus and Minerva were in the sitting room going over some 
paperwork for the school while the four teenagers played cards, so 
they decided to let Harry and his friends listen to the news. 


“Karkaroff’s body was found,” Bill said. “In a shack up North with the 
Dark Mark set over it.” 


Albus nodded. “That was inevitable. Voldemort will never let someone 
desert him and live.” 


There was a moment of silence and Bill continued. “Remus also 
reports that there have been more Dementor attacks and that both 
Ollivander and Florean Fortescue are missing from Diagon Alley. It 
should all be in the paper either today or tomorrow. We’ve been 
making discrete inquiries, but no one saw or heard anything. The 
Dark Mark never appeared over either of their places, so we can only 
assume they’ve either gone into hiding or been kidnapped.” 


“If the Death Eaters have Ollivander...” Minerva began in a worried 
voice, not needing to finish the thought. 


Bill had little other news for them, as most could now be found in the 
Daily Prophet as quickly as the Order could report. He refused the 
offer of staying for lunch, saying that Fleur was expecting him back at 
the Burrow shortly. Ginny and Hermione exchanged ugly looks at the 
mention of Fleur’s name and Ron's eyes went glassy. 


That afternoon, Minerva told Harry and his friends to practice their 
dueling without her as she had several things to discuss with Albus. 


They had learned to take advantage of his time at Hogwarts, never 
knowing how long it would last. 


“I know this is rather a small matter, considering everything else 
that’s going on, but ld like your advice,” she began. 


“Anything that’s troubling you is never a small matter, my dear,” 
Albus said. “I would be glad to give an opinion.” 


“Well, the school letters have to go out soon and | need to select a 
Quidditch Captain for Gryffindor. I’m inclined to give the position to 
Harry, as he has the necessary leadership qualities and knowledge of 
the sport, but Katie Bell is in seventh year and has seniority on the 
team. | don’t want anyone to think I’ve selected unfairly because of 
my relationship with Harry.” 


Albus thought the matter over for a few minutes and then said, “I think 
Katie would understand if you selected Harry. She’s an excellent 
Chaser and also an excellent team player. She’s never shown any 
interest in becoming a leader either on the field or off, but she is 
interested in the success of the team. | think that Katie, and the rest 
of Gryffindor, would be very pleased to have the Captain with the best 
chance of leading them to the cup.” 


Minerva nodded and then smiled. “I think you’re right. Harry truly is 
more qualified to be Captain, | just wanted a second opinion.” 


“That's quite all right,” Albus assured her. “Actually, there’s 
something else we should discuss.” He paused for a moment, 
knowing what Minerva’s reaction would be. “I’ve been thinking of 
letting Severus teach the Defense Against the Dark Arts classes this 
year.” 


Minerva sat in stunned silence for a moment. “What? But, Albus, 
what about the curse?” 


“I think,” he said slowly. “That he won't be with us after this year 
anyway, but if he is there’s just a chance the curse may be broken.” 


“You think Voldemort will be defeated by the end of the year?” 


“I am hopeful that this may be the case. There is much to do before 
he can be defeated and in all probability it will take longer, but if my 
suspicions are correct we may be able to start moving more quickly 
toward the end. Also, there is someone else | would like to bring on 
as Potion’s Master.” 


Minerva looked at him in silent inquiry. 
“Horace,” Albus said simply. 


“Professor Slughorn?” Minerva asked in surprise, remembering the 
man from her own days as a student. “I thought he told you years ago 
he would never teach again.” 


“I think | may be able to persuade him. There are reasons I'd like to 
have him at Hogwarts this year, but I'll want to take Harry with me 
when | speak to him. We'll go after our guests have returned home.” 


Minerva sighed. “I guess the letters will be late again this year.” 


Albus smiled. “No, | think you can safely send the letters on time. Just 
have everyone buy the standard Potions text. I’m quite certain 
Horace will agree and if he doesn’t we'll still fill the position 
somehow.” 


Chapter 35: Midnight Meeting 


That Saturday afternoon, Albus accompanied Minerva and the 
children to the Three Broomsticks, where they met Molly and Arthur 
Weasley. The four parents talked for a few minutes and then the 
Weasleys decided it was time to head home; Albus and Arthur both 
noticed their wives paying particular attention to Harry and Ginny’s 
good-bye. The men exchanged a curious look and then shrugged, 
both women seemed slightly disappointed. Many good-byes were 
said and then the Weasleys and Hermione flooed to the Burrow and 
the Dumbledores took a portkey back to their rooms in the castle. 


Later that evening, Albus took Harry to visit Horace Slughorn in the 
hope they could convince him to teach at Hogwarts that year. While 
they were gone, Minerva began tidying up the rooms. She could have 
had the house elves do the job, and no doubt they would be upset 
with her for not asking them, but she needed something to do to keep 
herself busy. Minerva was worried; she was going to send away for 
Harry’s school supplies this year because both she and Albus thought 
Diagon Alley too dangerous a place for him to visit right now, and yet 
Albus was taking him off in the dark of night to visit someone he 
hadn’t seen in years. A man whose loyalties were unknown, whose 
house may be watched, who may even be dead. Minerva didn't like it 
one bit. 


She banished the extra bed in Harry’s room back to storage and 
changed the sheets on all the beds before putting away all of Harry’s 
books and games. His school things were packed up in his trunk at 
the foot of the bed and Minerva conjured a small basket for the items 
his friends had left behind. Harry could return them when school 
started in a few weeks. Then she moved all of her own and Albus’ 
personal belongings back from the headmaster’s chambers to the 
Gryffindor Tower room they had vacated for Hermione and Ginny’s 
use. 


Because she used magic, the whole job only lasted a little over an 
hour and Minerva found herself still restless. She knew there was an 
Order meeting starting shortly and wondered if Albus would bring 
Harry back to the castle first or take him to the meeting. Knowing she 
couldn't leave in case they returned, Minerva worked through her 


nervous energy by pacing the sitting room and performing a series of 
charms and transfigurations on every inanimate object she could find. 


While his mum was busy cleaning, Harry was having an interview 
with one of the strangest men he thought he had ever met. Professor 
Slughorn was a short, bald, extremely fat man, and his behavior was 
beyond eccentric. In fact, Harry found him quite rude. The man 
managed, in practically one breath, to praise his birth mother’s 
magical talents and then put her down for being Muggleborn. Finding 
out that Slughorn had been head of Slytherin at one time did little to 
raise Harry’s opinion of the pompous man. Nor did his seeming 
fascination for powerful and famous people. However, he followed his 
dad’s lead and somehow persuaded the man to teach at Hogwarts 
that year. 


As they walked down the lane, Harry asked, “Is he going to teach 
Defense?” 


“Potions,” Alous answered. 


Harry paused in his tracks for a moment, then hurried to catch up with 
his dad. “Potions? Does that mean?” He couldn't let himself hope. “Is 
Snape leaving?” 


Albus glanced down at his son and said, “Not exactly,” preferring to 
let Harry work it out on his own rather than explain. 


Frowning thoughtfully for a moment, Harry turned to Albus angrily. 
“You mean he’s going to be the Defense Against the Dark Arts 
teacher? My least favorite teacher is going to be teaching my favorite 
class. How could you?” 


“Please keep your voice down, Harry. We're not entirely safe out 
here in the open. You know | didn’t make this choice to hurt you. It’s 
something we can discuss later, when we get home, but for now we 
have an Order meeting to attend.” 


Harry was too angry about Snape to even care that he was about to 
attend his first real Order meeting. 


Albus took Harry by the arm and apparated them both the new 
headquarters of the Order of the Phoenix. Since Sirius’ death in June 
they’d had misgivings about using Grimmauld Place — not only did it 
feel wrong, but they were also worried that other members of the 
Black family might be able to find the house. So, they had set up a 
new and probably temporary headquarters for the meetings. 


Harry had been wearing his invisibility cloak all evening, except inside 
Slughorn’s home, and Albus instructed him to keep it on and try to 
keep out of the way in a corner. 


“Pay attention to the discussion, but don’t say anything,” Albus 
cautioned. “I don’t want them to know you're here.” 


Harry backed himself into a corner of the room and watched as the 
rest of the Order members arrived. Mundungus Fletcher arrived with 
his usual fanfare of clanging metal and when Tonks apparated in 
directly behind him she knocked him over, causing all manner of 
items to spill out from under his cloak. Harry thought many of the 
objects looked oddly familiar and he could have sworn he saw his 
father summon something and slip it into his pocket. No one else 
seemed to have noticed, as they were all too busy scolding 
Mundungus and helping Tonks pick herself up off the floor. 


When Albus and Harry returned home two hours later, Minerva was 
very relieved but she tried not to let them see it as she greeted them. 
Albus did notice, though, and a little while later as she was preparing 
for bed he slipped into the bathroom. 


“This may not be the last time | have to take Harry away from the 
school this year,” he said gently. 


Minerva turned from the sink to stare at him. “But surely you'll take 
other Order members with you for protection?” 


Albus shook his head. “That would make us too conspicuous. If we 
go, it will have to be quickly and quietly.” 


“Won't Voldemort know exactly what you’re doing? | thought he 
could see into Harry’s mind.” 


“Harry won’t know where we're going or why until we're there,” 
Albus explained, “but haven’t you noticed that his scar hasn't 
bothered him all summer? | believe Voldemort is now practicing 
Occlumency against him. He must be planning something that he 
wants to be absolutely certain Harry cannot see.” 


Minerva’s voice trembled as she spoke. “He’s probably planning 
something to do with you and Harry.” 


“He may be,” Albus agreed. 
“Which is why it’s too dangerous to go out alone!” 
“Im sorry, Minerva, but we have to.” 


“But you don’t know what he’s planning; what traps he may have 
set.” 


“We're getting as much information as we dare,” Albus reminded 
her. 


Minerva said nothing, but turned back to the sink to wash her face. 
Albus sighed wearily and left the bathroom. 


Harry heard his parents fighting and for a moment he felt guilty. 
Somehow, all of this always felt like it was his fault. Then he realized 
that Voldemort was really the one to blame and he became angry. He 
went to bed thinking of ways to end the war before any more people 
got hurt. 


Three weeks later, the school year began. Harry and his parents tried 
to tell themselves it was another September first just like all the 
others, but somehow each of them knew that this year would be very 
different. 


For the second time in his life, Harry didn’t take the train to school. 
His parents had decided that by now everyone knew their secret, so 
there was no point in pretending any longer. They decided not to 
address the issue publically, but if Harry were asked directly he would 
tell the truth; and asked he was. 


That very night, Harry found himself ambushed by at least half of 
Gryffindor upon reaching the common room. 


“Is McGonagall really your mum?” half a dozen voices asked in 
chorus. 


Ron and Ginny tried to shoo them away, but Harry stopped them. 


“It’s all right,” he said. “The story in the history books is true up until 
the point where Dumbledore left me on the doorstep of my Muggle 
relatives. My mum — Professor McGonagall to you — had gone there 
to meet him and she spent the day watching my aunt and uncle. She 
didn’t like what she saw, so when Dumbledore arrived she talked him 
into bringing me to Hogwarts and letting her adopt me.” 


Harry felt bad leaving his dad out of the family story, but they had 
agreed that for now this was best. 


“So you grew up in the castle?” Romilda Vane asked with 
breathless interest. 


Harry nodded, hoping they wouldn’t ask him a lot of questions; 
Hermione rolled her eyes. 


“What’s McGonagall like outside school?” Colin Creevey asked. 


“She’s great,” Harry answered. “I couldn’t have asked for a better 
mum.” 


“Well, | wouldn’t want her for my mum,” Cormac McLaggen said 
slowly, almost lazily, from the other side of the room. 


“What was that?” Ron asked belligerently, standing up. 


“You heard me. | said | wouldn’t want her for a mother. She’s so 
uptight. | bet she takes points off you during the holidays.” 


Harry jumped out of his chair and started across the room, fully 
intending to punch McLaggen on the nose, but before he could get 
there a swarm of bats came flying from his direction. Harry glanced 
back over his shoulder and saw Ginny putting her wand in her pocket. 


Before the situation could get any worse, Hermione sent everyone to 
bed. 


Harry turned to Ginny. “Thanks for that, but | really wanted to hit him.” 


“I know you did, but then you’d have been in trouble and your mum 
would have found out what he said.” 


“It did feel good to see all those bats coming out of him,” he 
admitted. 


“Better than a fist fight,” she said. “Night, Harry.” 
“ “Night, Ginny.” 


Quidditch had always been the one thing at Hogwarts that Harry 
could count on for enjoyment, but now that he was Captain of the 
Gryffindor team he realized just what Oliver and Angelina had been 
up against. The only players left from the original team were himself 
and Katie Bell and though he hoped to keep Ron on as Keeper, Harry 
knew he was going to have a job of rebuilding the team. He held 
tryouts during the second week of school and was pleased when 
Ginny turned out to try for a Chaser position. She flew well and 
played comfortably with Katie; this left Harry with only one other 
Chaser and the two Beater positions to fill. 


Ron was ecstatic to still be on the team. “Did you see that 
Hermione?” he asked after his tryout when he joined her in the stands. 
“| missed a few, but did you see that last save? It was really 
something.” 


“I saw it, Ron,” she answered. “You did really well.” 


Once he had selected the Quidditch team and set a practice schedule, 
Harry had to figure out how to balance Quidditch with his N.E.W.T. 
classes and the extra meetings his father wanted to have this year. 
There was also the minor matter of Snape teaching Defense Against 
the Dark Arts to cope with. 


Every morning Harry and his friends read news of the ever spreading 
death and destruction in the Daily Prophet; Harry couldn’t help feeling 
that they should be doing more to stop Voldemort and the Death 
Eaters. His father was absent from Hogwarts a good deal of the time, 
his empty seat at the head table in the Great Hall a constant reminder 
to Harry of the task that lay ahead of him. 


Meanwhile, Harry began to notice that Malfoy was behaving oddly. 
He was still the same arrogant bully as always, but there was 
something new in his attitude that Harry couldn’t quite define. He 
seemed to be more certain of his own superiority and yet afraid of 
something. Ron and Hermione wouldn’t believe him, but Harry would 
almost swear that Malfoy was desperately trying to accomplish 
something very secret — he was missing from all activities other than 
class and constantly turning up in odd places around the castle. He 
tried talking to his father about it, but there was no time. Between 
their discussions of Tom Riddle’s past and Albus’ frequent trips Harry 
hardly ever saw his father, so he decided to go to his mother. 


That Tuesday during Transfiguration, Harry scribbled out a quick note, 
which he pressed into his mother’s hand on his way out the door at 
the end of the lesson. 


| need to talk to you — urgently. Can | come home tonight after 
everyone has gone to bed? Give me a sign at dinner tonight. 


In the Great Hall that night, Minerva caught Harry’s eye over the edge 
of her goblet and gave him a barely perceptible nod. She had been 
wondering and worrying all afternoon about what his note had meant, 
what was so urgent and so secret. The hours between dinner and 
midnight never felt so long to Minerva as she paced the sitting room, 


waiting for Harry to arrive and wondering where her husband was for 
the hundredth time in the last few months. Finally, as the clock in the 
corner softly chimed the beginning of a new day, the door to the 
corridor opened and an unseen figure stepped in. 


Harry shrugged off his invisibility cloak and draped it over his father’s 
favorite arm chair by the fire, approaching his mother where she 
stood near the window. It was the first time since school began that 
the two had really been alone together and now Harry noticed 
suddenly how thin and drawn she looked, how much the worries of 
the year were beginning to wear on her. He resolved to be a better 
son and to do more, as he had in the past, to help his mother through 
the difficult and worrying times of his father’s absences. Now that the 
whole school, in fact the whole world, new they were family there was 
no reason he shouldn't visit her more often Harry reasoned. 


Harry walked across the room and folded his mum into a hug. 
Minerva held Harry tightly to her, she hadn't realized until this 
moment how much she had missed her son, though he had been so 
close. When had he grown so tall, she wondered, for suddenly he 
was as tall as herself. 


“When's dad due back?” Harry asked, as they parted. 
“I don’t know,” Minerva answered sadly. 


She led Harry to the couch and summoned a house elf to bring them 
tea and biscuits. “What does he discuss with you on the evenings he 
calls you to his office?” she asked, almost too casually. 


Harry looked at her closely out of the corner of his eye. Didn’t his dad 
tell her, he wondered. “Mostly we talk about Voldemort. About his 
childhood,” he said. “Dad’s shown me a lot of memories.” He paused. 
“Other people’s memories.” It still troubled Harry at times; he 
wondered how his father had managed to procure the memories in 
question. 


Minerva’s tea cup stilled halfway to her lips. This was not quite the 
answer she had expected, but then she wasn’t sure exactly what she 


had expected. “Well then, what brings you here tonight, Harry?” she 
finally asked. “Your note led me to believe it was something highly 
important.” 


Harry set his own tea cup on the table in front of them and turned to 
face his mother, taking a deep breath. He had tried once already to 
broach this topic with his father and it had been poorly received. 
While he knew his parents did not agree on all things, he was 
uncertain of the reception he would get tonight. 


“| have noticed something...odd going on this year,” he began. 
“Something | believe requires action, or at least bears watching. | 
think that someone here within the castle is at this very moment 
contriving to put us all in danger.” 


A/N: Sorry for the delay in posting this chapter. | know it’s awful and 
my only pitiful excuse is that real life has been a bitch lately. | hope to 
do better the next so much to those of you still reading and reviewing, 
my efforts are for you. 


Chapter 36: The Slug Club 


The morning after Harry’s talk with his mother was the first 
Hogsmeade trip of the year. He woke in a slightly better mood than 
usual because someone had finally listened to him. His mum hadn't 
told him that he was imagining things the way Hermione always did 
lately and she hadn't dismissed his observations like his father had. 
Harry knew there was nothing she could do right away, but at least 
she had heard him and not judged what he had to say; and she had 
promised to pay attention to the patterns he had uncovered. It was a 
start. 


“C'mon, Harry.” Ron’s voice broke into Harry’s thoughts. “It’s 
Hogsmeade today, remember? Let’s go.” 


“Coming,” Harry answered. 


He got up and dressed hurriedly before following Ron down to the 
common room, where Hermione was waiting for them. After a quick 
breakfast, the three of them joined the throng of students waiting in 
the entrance hall. Filch was scanning everyone who went out of the 
castle with a Secrecy Sensor, a procedure Ron felt was a bit 
backwards and couldn’t help commenting on to the cranky caretaker. 


The day was already bitterly cold, even for mid-October, and Harry 
pulled his scarf up over his face as they walked down the hill toward 
the village. Once they reached the high street, he couldn't help 
thinking that maybe they should have stayed at school. The small 
village was even more bleak than it had been during Harry’s third 
year, when Dementors were swarming both the school and the town 
and everyone believed Sirius was a dangerous murderer. Stores 
were boarded up and the street was deserted except for the 
Hogwarts students. 


“Lets go to the Three Broomsticks,” Harry suggested, thinking 
about the soothing feeling of drinking a warm mug of butterbeer. 


Ron and Hermione agreed and the trio made their way across the 
street to enter the already crowded pub. They found three seats near 


the back and Hermione volunteered to get their drinks. With his first 
long drink, Harry felt warmer and more content. 


“What do you think about just going back after this?” he asked. 


“Sounds good to me,” Hermione agreed. “It’s more depressing here 
than at school.” 


Ron nodded his agreement over his mug of butterbeer and the three 
fell silent again while they drank. Harry spent the time thinking about 
how much everything had changed this year. Even visits to 
Hogsmeade were no longer the fun filled break from school they had 
once been. His shoulders slumped a little and he stared listlessly into 
his drink. 


“What’s the matter, Harry?” Hermione asked. 


“Hmm? Oh nothing, let’s just get out of here.” Harry got up without 
waiting for an answer and began fighting his way through the crowd 
between them and the door. 


Ron and Hermione exchanged a glance and then followed him. Once 
outside, they ran into Ginny and Luna coming up the street. 


“Are you going back to school as well?” Ginny asked. 
“Yeah,” Harry said. “Doesn’t seem to be much point in staying here.” 


It had started sleeting while they were inside and the air felt even 
colder than before as the five began retracing their steps toward 
Hogwarts. Harry found himself walking next to Ginny, but without a 
thing to say to her. The silence between them somehow felt awkward 
and began to press on Harry’s mind the farther they walked. Then 
Ginny slipped on an icy patch in the street. Instinctively, Harry 
reached out to steady her, his arms going around her waist. 


“Thanks,” she said, smiling up at him. 


“Are you all right?” Harry asked. 


Ginny nodded and steadied herself on her feet. Reluctantly, Harry let 
go of her and then realized that his heart was thumping loudly against 
his chest. He hoped he wasn't blushing, his cheeks felt warm. Once 
again, Ron’s voice brought him out of his musings. 


“What're you smiling about, Hermione?” 
“Nothing,” she told him, sounding a bit smug. 


As they neared the top of the hill, the group became aware of 
someone screaming up ahead — the sound carrying back to them on 
the wind. They rushed forward to find a terrified looking Katie Bell 
lying on the ground screaming, her eyes had a far away unfocused 
look. Beside her was another seventh year girl, who was watching 
Katie and also screaming. Almost simultaneously, Harry, Hermione, 
and Ginny all raised their wands and sent Patroni flying across the 
ground; Harry’s and Hermione’s headed toward the school and 
Ginny’s into the village. 


Within moments, Tonks and Hagrid appeared from opposite 
directions, both running at full tilt through the sleet and driving wind. 
Close on their heals followed Minerva. 


“What happened?” she asked sharply. 


The girl who was with Katie sobbingly told them all that Katie had 
come out of the lady’s room at the Three Broomsticks carrying a 
strange package that she insisted must be delivered to the school. 
They’d had an argument, the girl said, and the package ripped open. 
That was when Katie lifted into the air and began screaming, only to 
fall back down a moment later looking utterly terrified. Harry looked at 
the brown paper that lay on the ground, inside he could see an opal 
necklace. He took off his scarf and carefully picked it up to take it 
back to the castle. Meanwhile, Hagrid had scooped Katie into his 
arms and run off to the hospital wing. 

“| — | think she — she w-w-was under the Imperius,” Katie’s friend 
sobbed. 


Hermione put her arm around the other girl’s shoulders to comfort her. 
“Come on, let’s get back to the school,” she said. “Your name is 
Leanne, right?” 


The girl nodded and let Hermione guide her up the path toward the 
castle, Ron and Luna following them. 


Harry looked back at his mum to find her engaged in a low voiced 
conversation with Tonks, who was shaking her head. 


“Thank you for coming,” Minerva said to Tonks. “There’s nothing 
more to do here, you better go back to your post in the village.” 


“If you need me up at the school, just send a message,” the young 
Auror said before waving at Harry and Ginny and disappearing back 
down the hill into the sleet. 


Harry and his mother exchanged a look. She nodded at him and led 
the way back to the school. Following her up the path, Harry was 
surprised to feel Ginny’s hand slip into his. He looked at her and 
realized that she had been shaken by the scene with Katie. With his 
stomach doing backflips, Harry gave her hand what he hoped was a 
reassuring squeeze. 


“The necklace must have been cursed,” he said. 
“Who would do something like that to Katie?” she asked. 


“Katie wasn’t the target,” Harry told her. “That necklace was meant 
for someone else, what | want to know is who.” 


They were silent until they reached the entrance hall of the school 
and then Harry turned to Ginny and said, “I have to talk with my mum 
for a bit. l'II see you later in the common room.” 


Before they could take two steps toward the stairs however, Mr. Filch 
was wheezing his way toward them with his Secrecy Sensor. 


“It’s all right, Argus,” Minerva said. “They’re with me and they’ve not 
brought anything unauthorized.” 


Filch grumbled, but turned and walked away. Ginny said goodbye to 
Harry and headed toward the common room and Harry followed 
Minerva to her office. 


“I saw you pick up the necklace,” she said once they were in her 
office with the door closed. “You shouldn't have done that.” 


“I was careful,” Harry protested. “Somebody had to pick it up and I’d 
rather have got cursed than let anyone else do it.” 


Minerva opened her mouth to argue with him, but then changed her 
mind. “What do you think about this incident?” 


“You know what | think,” he said. “There’s only one person who 
could have given that necklace to Katie.” 


“Mr. Malfoy was here, doing a detention with me,” Minerva told him, 
much to Harry’s shock. “He hasnt handed in Transfiguration 
homework all week.” 


“But he must have done it!” Harry exclaimed. 


They discussed the possibilities for a while longer and then Minerva 
sent Harry back to the common room. 


“FII tell your father about this...as soon as he comes home,” she said 
and Harry thought she sounded very tired. “Please be careful, Harry. | 
know you like to solve all the mysteries around here, but this is no 
time for you to be wandering around alone at night.” 


“lll be careful,” he promised, crossing the office and giving her a 
quick hug before leaving. 


He found Hermione, Ron and Ginny waiting for him in the common 
room and had to spend the rest of the afternoon rehashing the scene 


with them before he was able to get away and think about how Malfoy 
might have planted the necklace without going into the village. 


On Monday night, Harry had another meeting with his dad. He was 
hoping they might discuss what had happened to Katie, but his father 
avoided all attempts to bring up the topic. Instead, they spent the time 
looking at a memory of Tom Riddle just before he started Hogwarts. 
Harry could see already in the eleven year old orphan signs of the 
power hungry madman who had made his life a nightmare. 


“Where’ve you been going while you're away from the school,” he 
asked impulsively after they finished discussing the memory. 


Albus sighed and shook his head. “I’m afraid | can’t tell you that, 
Harry. Not yet, at any rate.” 


Harry thought his dad looked a bit sad, but he felt a little angry at 
being kept in the dark. “Do you know how much mum worries when 
you're gone?” he asked in an almost accusing voice. 


Albus nodded. “I hate putting her through this, but it’s just something | 
can’t share with anyone at the moment. Maybe you should spend 
more time with your mother. You’re a big comfort to her.” 


“I go and see her every day,” Harry said. “She always acts like 
everything is fine, but | can tell she’s upset.” 


“FII find a way to make it up to her, | promise.” 


Harry looked skeptical. He debated saying that he doubted there was 
anything in the world that would make it easier to wait for your 
husband to come home from his frequent and mysterious travels. 
Instead, he asked, “Will you be here for the Quidditch match this 
Saturday?” 


“| don’t know,” Albus answered honestly. “I hope to be. It’s late now, 
you should get back to the common room.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


Harry turned to leave, not at all satisfied with their conversation. He 
too was worried about his dad, but more than that he felt entitled to 
know where he was going. Somehow, he knew that all these trips 
away from the school had something to do with him; he didn't like 
being kept in the dark. 


Harry slept fitfully that night and was in no mood for Ron and 
Hermione’s conversation in Herbology the next morning. Professor 
Slughorn had been holding small parties all term for a select group of 
students that he called the Slug Club and these gatherings had been 
a source of contention for Ron and Hermione all year. Harry and 
Hermione were both invited to the parties while Ron was not and 
though Harry always found excuses not to attend, Hermione usually 
went — along with Cormac McLaggen, whom Ron had still not 
forgiven for his behavior on the first night of the term. Apparently, 
Slughorn had recently announced that he was having a Christmas 
party just before the end of term, which was the subject of this 
morning’s argument. 


“I was going to ask you,” Hermione finally said. “We’re allowed to 
bring guests this time. Of course, if you’d rather not go...” 


“You were going to ask me?” Ron interrupted. 

“Yes, but as you think it’s so stupid you don’t have to come.” 
Harry was trying his hardest not to listen, but since they were all 
working on the same plant he couldn’t very well just get up and walk 
away. He almost didn’t catch Ron’s answer, it was so quiet, but 
unfortunately he heard the entire exchange. 


“I'd like to go,” Ron said. “That is, if you still want me to.” 


“Don’t feel obligated,” Hermione told him rather harshly. “I’m sure | 
can find someone else.” 


“Why’d you ask me then?” Ron snapped back. “I don’t want to go 
just because you feel sorry for me that I’m not invited.” 


“It wasn’t a pity invitation.” 
“Then l'Il go with you.” 


Desperately trying to make a lot of noise, Harry couldn't help thinking 
that he’d never heard a more antagonistic sounding acceptance. Or 
offer, for that matter. Either way, he was just glad when they finally 
stopped sniping at each other. 


“Who’re you taking to the party, Harry?” Ron suddenly asked him. 
“| haven’t asked anyone yet,” he said. 


“Well, you better hurry up and find someone,” Hermione said. “I’ve 
over heard a lot of girls planning to trap you into taking them. If you 
have a date, they might leave you alone.” 


Wonderful, Harry thought. Just what he didn’t need right now. He 
wondered if Ginny might go to the party with him. She was also one 
of Slughorn’s favorites, though, and he thought she might have 
already asked someone else. 


As if she’d read his mind, Hermione told him, “Ginny doesn’t have a 
date yet either.” 


Harry looked at Ron to see what his reaction would be. He wasn’t 
entirely sure whether his best friend would like him dating his sister. 


“You should ask her, Harry,” Ron suggested. “We can all go 
together.” 


“Yeah, er, maybe | will. How do you get the juice out of these 
things?” he asked, hoping to change the topic of conversation. 


That night, Harry found Ginny in the common room. Thankfully, she 
was sitting by herself. Taking a deep breath, Harry sat down beside 
her. 


“Hi, Ginny,” he said. “Had a good day?” 


She shrugged. “I had Defense Against the Dark Arts today. Snape is 
even more impossible now than when he taught Potions.” 


“Yeah,” Harry agreed. “I used to like that class, too. Um, | was 
wondering... That is, are you going to Slughorn’s Christmas party?” 


“| haven't decided yet. Are you?” 


“| might. | mean, if... Would you go with me?” His heart was 
pounding in his ears and in the moment before Ginny answered he 
felt incredibly stupid. 


“I'd love to go with you, Harry,” she said. 


He looked at her, slightly surprised, and realized she was smiling at 
him. “Great!” he said, smiling back. 


They sat there in a slightly awkward silence for a few moments and 
then Ginny asked, “Have you heard any news about Katie yet?” 


“She’s still at St. Mungo’s. | don’t know if they’ve found a counter 
curse yet or not. lve asked Dean to fill in for the game this weekend, 
he flew well at try outs.” 


Ginny nodded, “I’m sure he'll play well. Not as well as Katie, of 
course.” 


“She’s going to be fine,” Harry said, sensing that she was worried. 
Of course, he had no way of knowing for sure that Katie would 
recover, but he didn’t like seeing Ginny upset. 


“It’s just so strange to think that the school might be vulnerable. Do 
you think we should start having DA meetings again?” 


Harry sighed. “Half the members have either left school or wouldn't 
show up. Most of them just wanted to be doing something to defy 
Umbridge, or else get good marks on their O.W.L.s and N.E.W.T.s.” 


“You’re probably right,” she said, “but there are a few people who 
would come. | know Luna misses the DA and | think Neville does as 
well. You really helped a lot of people last year, Harry.” 


Harry felt himself blush at the compliment. “I still can’t believe so 
many people showed up every week, even from other houses. At first, 
| thought they all just wanted to hear my story.” 


“I think a lot of them did, but the idea of having a secret defense 
group was just too good to pass up. They kept coming back because 
you were a good teacher.” Ginny grinned, “I guess that comes from 
being raised by teachers.” 


Harry laughed, “Maybe it does. lII tell my mum you said that, she'll be 
pleased I’ve picked up something.” 


“Didn't you get an ‘ʻO’ on your Transfiguration O.W.L.? ld say you 
picked up more than you think.” 


“Don’t tell Hermione, she’d be terribly jealous, but mum used to help 
me with my homework over the summer holidays,” Harry confided. 


“Speaking of Hermione, please tell me she’s taking my idiot brother 
to the Christmas party.” 


“Yeah, they agreed to go together during Herbology this morning, 
but you should have heard the argument they had first.” 


“No thanks,” Ginny said vehemently. “I lived with the pair of them all 
summer, I’ve had enough of their bickering to last a lifetime.” 


They talked easily for a while longer and then Ginny decided to go to 
bed. They said goodnight and Harry went off to bed himself, feeling 
happier than he had in a long time. That night, he slept more easily 
than he had all term, waking from a dream involving himself and 
Ginny standing under a sprig of mistletoe at the Christmas party. 


Chapter 37: Proof At Last 


Harry managed to book the Quidditch pitch for extra practices that 
week, since Dean needed to train with the team for the upcoming 
match. He wished they had more time to break in the new Chaser, 
but Dean proved to be a good addition to the team even if he couldn’t 
replace Katie Bell completely. They were playing Slytherin on 
Saturday and after assuring himself that Dean was working well with 
Ginny and Demelza, Harry’s worries turned to Ron’s goal keeping 
abilities. As the match drew nearer, he began to fumble more and 
more saves even during practice. It didn’t help matters that agreeing 
to attend the Christmas party together had done little to end the 
constant bickering between Ron and Hermione, putting Ron in a 
terrible mood by the end of the week. 


“I don’t know why she even asked me to the party,” Ron complained 
to Harry one night at dinner. “She’s hardly talked to me all week 
except to tell me that I’m not doing my Prefect duties properly. How 
was | supposed to know people were sneaking things in from Fred 
and George’s shop?” 


“What are they sneaking in?” Harry asked, his interest finally piqued 
for once. 


“Love Potions,” Ron said with obvious disgust. “Smuggling them in 
perfume bottles apparently. How could she expect me to notice a 
thing like that?” 


“Look,” Harry finally said, “I know you’re upset with her, but don’t let 
it throw off your game on Saturday please. You play better when 
you’re not angry.” 


“I know I’m a miserable Keeper,” Ron exclaimed. “You don’t have to 
keep rubbing my nose in it. Honestly, you’re almost as bad as 
Hermione sometimes! Why didn’t you put McLaggen on the team if 
I'm so bad?” 


“You're not a bad Keeper,” Harry argued. “When you're on form, no 
one can beat you. That’s why | kept you on the team. You just have 


to get over your mental block and stop being so nervous during the 
games.” 


“Are you calling me mental?” 
Harry groaned inwardly. He hated talking to Ron when he was angry 
with Hermione, it was impossible to ever say the right thing. “Of 
course not!” he exclaimed. “All I’m saying is just keep cool during the 
game.” 
Ron mumbled something Harry didn’t quite understand and left the 
table. Just as Harry was thinking about following him, Ginny sat down 
beside him. 

“Don’t let him get to you,” she said. “He’s not really upset with you.” 


“I know,” Harry sighed. “I just wish Hermione wouldn't antagonize 
him before Quidditch matches. He can’t play when he’s distracted.” 


“He'll be all right once we start playing.” 


“| hope so. If he misses one save he'll get flustered and start 
missing all of them. | really want to beat Slytherin.” 


“No more than the rest of us,” Ginny reminded him. 
That night, Harry slept fitfully again. He kept dreaming about losing 
the Quidditch match; Ron fumbling every save and then, just as he 
was about to catch the snitch it would always turn into Draco Malfoy’s 
sneering face. It was a relief to get up in the morning, even though 
Ron was as surly and pessimistic as ever over breakfast. 


When they got to the changing rooms, Harry found the rest of the 
team already there and dressed in their Quidditch robes. 


“Guess what,” Ginny said. 


“What?” 


“Malfoy’s taken sick, he’s not playing today. Their replacement 
Seeker hasn't even practiced, besides which, he’s an idiot.” 


“Sick?” Harry exclaimed, already suspicious. “What’s wrong with 
him?” 


“No idea,” she shrugged, “but | figure it doesn’t matter what’s wrong 
with him as long as he’s not playing.” 


Harry decided she was right, but he was still concerned about 
whether Malfoy might be faking sick in order to be inside the castle 
while most of the school was out on the Quidditch pitch. He had no 
time to wrestle with the thought, however, as the match was starting 
in five minutes. 


Gryffindor got off to a rocky start, but once Ron made a lucky save 
and the entire crowd minus the Slytherins began singing “Weasley Is 
Our King” things picked up. The new Beaters were good and the 
Chasers worked together almost flawlessly, though Harry could have 
lived without Zacharias Smith’s commentary. He missed Lee Jordan 
and smiled at the memory of his mum’s constant corrections of the 
troublemaker’s lively commentary. He was snapped out of his 
reminiscence when the Slytherin Seeker suddenly took off up the 
pitch, apparently having seen something Harry hadn't. His brain 
wiped into focus and he went streaking off after Harper, afraid he was 
too far behind and Gryffindor was about to lose. 


Harper was reaching out for the snitch when Harry suddenly yelled 
out, “How much is Malfoy paying you to play instead of him?” 


The other boy was caught off guard and the moment of hesitation in 
which he looked back gave Harry all the opportunity he needed to 
draw ahead and capture the tiny fluttering golden ball in his fist. He 
gave a triumphant yell and turned his broom back toward the center 
of the pitch, where he suddenly found himself being slammed into by 
the rest of the team. Everyone was cheering and patting him on the 
back, but all Harry could see was Ginny’s smile. He thought for a 
moment that she looked extremely proud of him. Looking over toward 
the staff section of the stands, Harry’s good mood lessened 


considerably when he realized that his mum was sitting alone. His 
father hadn’t made the game after all, he thought sadly. 


They had the usual party in the Gryffindor common room that night 
and Harry was pleased to see that Ron and Hermione had set aside 
their differences for the evening and even seemed to be enjoying 
themselves. Trying to duck his admirers, chief among them being 
Romilda Vane, Harry made his way to the drinks table to get a 
butterbeer. He found Ginny there, drinking a butterbeer and watching 
the crowd. 


“Good game today,” he told her. 


“You too,” she said. “That was a close call with the snitch. What did 
you say to Harper to make him lose his focus?” 


Harry grinned, “lI asked him how much Malfoy paid him to play today.” 
Ginny laughed. “The slime probably did pay him at that.” 

“I’m not sure | believe he was really sick,” Harry admitted. “He’s 
been acting suspicious all year, | think he’s up to something and | 


wish | could find out what it is.” 


“You’re not exactly a beginner at spying on people,” she said 
impishly. 


“Don’t think | haven’t been trying. | can’t even find him on the 
Marauder’s Map half the time, but he can’t be leaving the school.” 
Harry sighed, “It’s so frustrating. Nobody even believes me anyway.” 


“| do,” she said quietly. 


“Thanks,” he answered. “Really, that means a lot to me. Oh well, I'll 
figure it out some other time. | don’t want to drag down the party.” 


Ginny clinked the neck of her butterbeer bottle against Harry’s and 
they drank a silent toast to a game well played. 


The next six weeks passed in a blur of Quidditch practices and 
homework. Now that he was in N.E.W.T. classes, Harry had more 
homework than ever despite the fact he had dropped three courses 
this year. He was relieved not to have History of Magic classes 
anymore, but that was just about the only good side of his schedule. 
He felt guilty for dropping Care of Magical Creatures and hardly saw 
Hagrid anymore; Defense Against the Dark Arts had become more 
unbearable than even the year before when Umbridge taught, or 
rather didn’t teach, Harry corrected himself. Then there was Slughorn. 
The man had an uncomfortable fascination with Harry, no doubt 
because of his fame, making the Snape-free Potions classes almost 
as bothersome as when the greasy haired antagonistic Head of 
Slytherin still taught them. 


Charms and Transfigurations were now his favorite subjects, in fact 
the only classes he didn’t dread attending. Harry had also given up 
Arithmancy, regardless of his ‘E’ and his mother’s protests. It wasn’t a 
necessary course to become an Auror and there were too many other 
things to think about this year, so Harry had freed up space in his 
schedule by dropping it. 


Ron and Hermione were finally arguing less, but as the Christmas 
party drew nearer Harry thought they were beginning to act oddly 
around each other. He found himself spending more and more time 
with Ginny in the evenings. She was easy to talk to and understood 
when Harry just needed time to think about everything that was 
happening at Hogwarts this year. Rumors had begun to spread 
throughout Gryffindor that the two were dating and they even 
managed to laugh over them together. Unfortunately, the idea that he 
was dating Ginny had caused Romilda Vane to double her efforts at 
getting Harry’s attention. Hermione had warned him multiple times 
that the fourth year was planning to slip him a Love Potion. He wasn't 
sure he believed it, but Harry made sure never to eat or drink 
anything she offered him. 


Finally, the night of the party arrived. Hogwarts had been decorated 
as festively as ever for the season, but somehow the usual Christmas 
cheer was missing. Everyone seemed too preoccupied with thoughts 
of the war to care about the holiday; and if they weren’t worried about 
losing family members to Voldemort, Harry realized, they were 


fretting over not being invited to Slughorn’s party. Not understanding 
why everyone was making such a big deal over the party, and 
dreading being stuck in the same room as Slughorn for hours, Harry 
met Ginny in the common room at eight o’clock. He thought that 
without her, he was sure not to enjoy the evening at all and was 
doubly glad she had agreed to go with him. 


“Ready?” he asked. 
“Lets go,” she answered. 


Harry held the portrait open for Ginny to climb through and then 
joined her in the corridor, mustering all his courage to take her hand 
in his as they headed down to Slughorn’s office. She smiled at him in 
that way that made his heart speed up and his mind went completely 
blank, he couldn't think of a thing to say. Fortunately, in the last few 
weeks they'd reached a point where silences were comfortable rather 
than agonizing and Ginny didn’t seem to mind that he wasn't talking. 


They heard the party before they even turned the corner of the 
corridor and upon arrival Harry couldn’t believe how big Slughorn’s 
office seemed to be. He wondered if magic had been used to expand 
the space in order to fit so many people, for the room was filled to 
capacity with Hogwarts students as well as many strangers. 


“Harry, m’boy!” Slughorn’s booming voice greeted them. Harry 
cringed. “And Miss Weasley too! | always knew the two of you were a 
couple.” 


Not waiting for an answer, Slughorn threw his arm around Harry in 
what Harry supposed he meant as a fatherly gesture. Suddenly, the 
odd little man drew back, making clucking sounds with his tongue. 


“How silly of me not to notice,” he said jovially. “You’re standing 
under my mistletoe. You know what that means, eh Harry.” 


To Harry’s utter horror, the professor winked at him and elbowed him 
in the ribs. He looked nervously at Ginny, not really fancying the idea 


of having their first kiss in front of Slughorn. She smiled at him and 
kissed his cheek. 


“Oh, come now, you can do better than that,” Slughorn laughed. 
“Don’t let me get in your way.” 


Harry was looking around desperately for any means of escape when 
Slughorn made the situation unbelievably worse. He called out to a 
passing Snape and threw his arm around the scowling professor’s 
shoulders. Harry couldn’t believe his luck, stuck with his two least 
favorite professors when all he wanted to do was spend the evening 
with Ginny. He looked at her apologetically only to find her trying to 
stifle a giggle. He raised an eyebrow in question and she leaned up 
closer to his ear so they wouldn’t be overheard. 


“| don’t mean to laugh, but you should see the look on your face.” 
“If you can get us out of here, please do,” Harry murmured back. 


He wasn’t even listening to the professors’ conversation, but 
recognized vaguely that it had to do with his performance in Potions 
this term. If only the floor would open up and swallow him, Harry 
thought. Then, he was saved by the most unlikely of candidates — Mr. 
Filch, who was dragging an angry Draco Malfoy by the ear. Harry 
took advantage of Slughorn’s distraction to take Ginny by the arm 
and slip away from the group. He stayed close enough to listen, 
however, as he suddenly found himself more interested in the 
evening’s events. 


When Snape asked Draco to step outside with him for a private 
conference, presumably about his sneaking around out of bounds 
upstairs, Harry whispered to Ginny that he was going to follow them. 


“Im coming with you,” she whispered back, already following him 
toward the door. 


Harry had no time to argue, so he let her come with him. Once out in 
the corridor, Snape and Malfoy were nowhere to be seen and Harry 
almost shouted in frustration. He ran down the corridor, listening at 


every closed door, until he finally heard their voices. Motioning to 
Ginny that he’d found them and to be quiet, Harry pulled his 
Invisibility Cloak from his pocket and threw it over both their heads. 
Crouching down and putting his ear to the keyhole, he was able to 
hear the conversation inside the classroom. 


“cannot afford mistakes, Draco, because if you are expelled —“ 


Harry was surprised to hear Malfoy arguing with Snape, he had 
always sucked up to his Head of House in the past, even seemed to 
truly like the man. Something had changed over the summer, that 
much was obvious, especially when he heard Malfoy admit to using 
Occlumency against Snape. Then Harry heard the words he’d been 
waiting all term to verify. 


“| made the Unbreakable Vow, Draco —“ 


“Looks like you'll have to break it, then, because | don’t need your 
protection! It’s my job, he gave it to me and I’m doing it, I’ve got a 
plan and it’s going to work, it’s just taking a bit longer than | thought it 
would!” 


Unconsciously, Harry was gripping Ginny’s arm tightly in excitement. 
He’d finally heard Malfoy say that he was planning something, in fact 
was doing something. There was no doubt in Harry’s mind that the 
“he” who had given him the job was none other than Voldemort. He 
would have to tell his mother, Harry thought, tell her right away. He 
pressed his ear more tightly against the keyhole as the realization hit 
him that Snape not only had knowledge of Malfoy’s duty, but was 
offering to help him — almost insisting actually. 


The argument continued for a few minutes longer and then with very 
little warning Harry had to fling himself and Ginny away from the door 
as Malfoy came storming out. He pressed her against the wall and 
motioned for her to stay low as they waited for Snape to pass them 
by. When he was sure it was safe, Harry wiped off the cloak and 
stood up. 


“Come on,” he said frantically. “We've got to find my mum.” 


The two of them took off almost at a run, swinging by Minerva’s office 
just to make sure she wasn't there before heading back up the stairs 
to Gryffindor Tower. Harry practically shouted the password at the 
portrait that guarded the entrance to his family’s rooms and dragged 
Ginny inside. Minerva was curled up on the couch in front of the fire 
reading a book. She looked up in shock when the two students 
barged into the room, both with wild looks in their eyes. 


“What is it, what happened?” she asked, jumping up. “Has someone 
been hurt?” 


Harry shook his head, taking a moment to catch his breath. “No, it’s 
not that. Sit down, we’ve got something to tell you.” 


Minerva looked at them curiously and sat back down. “Well,” she 
prompted impatiently. “What is it?” 


Harry and Ginny joined her on the couch and excitedly related the 
story of what they’d just heard. When they finished, Minerva was 
staring at them in wide eyed shock. 


“Are you absolutely certain, Harry?” she asked with a shaky voice. 
“This is a very serious accusation.” 


“It’s all true, Professor,” Ginny said. “I heard them too. Professor 
Snape was definitely trying to force Malfoy to let him help with 
whatever it is he’s doing.” 


“He said he’d made an Unbreakable Vow with Narcissa?” Minerva 
asked. 


“Yes!” Harry all but shouted. He understood that his mother was just 
trying to process the news, but he felt like she was doubting his word. 


Minerva was silent for a long while, her eyes taking on a far away 
thoughtful look, and then she thanked Harry and Ginny for coming 
straight to her with the news. “Please keep this to yourselves,” she 
asked. “At least until | can figure out what it means.” 


They agreed and then Harry asked, “Where’s dad? Don’t tell me he’s 
gone again.” 


“He’s in his office,” Minerva answered distractedly. “I'll tell him about 
all of this whenever he comes back here.” Then, as if realizing for the 
first time that it was Ginny who had come with Harry, she asked, “Are 
you going home for Christmas, Ginny?” 


Startled by the sudden change of topic, Ginny took a moment to 
answer. “I’m supposed to be, but if you think | should stay...” 


Minerva smiled, Molly and Arthur had raised wonderful children, each 
of them a credit to their parents as well as to Gryffindor, she thought. 
“Of course not,” she said. “I just wondered. You should be with your 
family now. The two of you should probably go on back to the 
common room.” 


“We could stay,” Harry offered. “I mean, if you want us to tell dad 
the story, or just sit with you for a bit.” 


Seeming glad to have the company, Minerva accepted his offer, but 
kept the topic of conversation away from Snape and Malfoy. She 
conjured up hot chocolate for Harry and Ginny and offered them 
some of her Ginger Newts, asking about classes, Quidditch practice 
and the party. Eventually, she decided that Alous wasn’t coming back 
anytime soon and sent them off to bed. 


Harry and Ginny left, but they didn’t go straight back to the common 
room. Instead, they stood in the corridor discussing his mum’s 
reaction to their news and wondering what his father would do when 
he heard. Finally, they agreed to go back and see Minerva again the 
next day and started back down the corridor toward the portrait of the 
Fat Lady. Ginny paused halfway there and Harry looked at her 
questioningly. She pointed over his head at the sprig of mistletoe and 
he gave her a nervous smile. 


With his heart in his throat and his stomach clenched in a knot, Harry 
reached for Ginny’s hand and drew her back to his side. He leaned 


down slowly and was pleasantly surprised when Ginny leaned up on 
tiptoe to speed the process, her lips meeting his for a kiss that was all 
too short. Harry smiled and, without really thinking about it, wrapped 
his arms around her waist and kissed her again. It was the most 
wonderful feeling in the world and Harry thought he could have spent 
all night right there under the mistletoe with Ginny. Unfortunately, 
they became aware of approaching footsteps and voices and forced 
themselves to draw away from each other. 


A moment later, Ron and Hermione rounded the corner. 


“There you are!” Hermione exclaimed. “We've been looking all over 
for the two of you.” 


Harry thought Ron was looking at him suspiciously, but he was too 
happy to care. “We decided to pay my mum a visit,” he explained, 
taking Ginny by the hand and heading for the entrance to the 
common room. 


“Baubles,” he said to the Fat Lady. He helped Ginny through the 
portrait hole and said goodnight. 


“ ‘Night, Harry,” she answered with a smile. “See you in the 
morning.” 


Harry climbed the stairs to his dormitory without waiting for Ron’s or 
Hermione’s reaction and fell asleep to the happiest dreams he could 
ever remember having. 


Chapter 38: A Sluggish Memory 


After Harry and Ginny left, Minerva got up and began to pace the 
room. That was how Albus found her when he returned from his office 
nearly an hour later. 


“Is something wrong, my dear?” he asked. 


She whirled around to face him and he could see the tension and 
uncertainty on her face. In a few quick strides, Albus crossed the 
room and took Minerva in his arms. She leaned against him gratefully, 
it had been far too long since they’d had any real time together and 
she hated to ruin it by having the conversation she knew was 
inevitable. Alous was rubbing her back and Minerva decided to put off 
telling him for a little while and just enjoy having him close for a 
change. She allowed him to pull her down onto the nearby window 
seat and continued to lean into his very welcome embrace. 


Finally admitting to herself that she couldn’t put it off any longer, 
Minerva told Albus about Harry’s visit earlier that night. She felt him 
stiffen beside her and looked up into a face that was practically a 
stone mask. 


“| don’t suppose any of you thought for even a moment that Severus 
might have been trying to find a way to stop Draco,” he said. 


“Yes,” she said coldly. “I did think that for a moment, but you can’t 
over look that Unbreakable Vow. Albus, you know how serious that is, 
what the penalty is for breaking one.” 


“Perhaps the vow was worded in such a way that Severus can fulfill 
it while still thwarting the plans.” 


Minerva sniffed derisively. “Do you honestly think Narcissa didn’t take 
everything into account when she had him make the promise? She’d 
have been the one to word it, and you know as well as | do that she 
wouldn't have given him any loopholes. Albus, | really think you need 
to face the possibility that Severus’ loyalties may be shifting. Even if 
I'm wrong, it’s something to prepare for.” 


Albus sighed and removed his spectacles to rub the bridge of his 
nose. “Even if you're right, there’s nothing | can do about it right now. 
| can hardly approach Severus with only suspicions and accusations. 
We have no grounds for dismissing him and if we make the wrong 
move now, it could send him back to Voldemort for good.” 


“I know,” Minerva said wearily. “All I’m asking is that you take this 
seriously. | Know you and Harry have had words over Severus before 
and | know you want to trust him, but please bear this information in 
mind. Watch for signs that it’s true.” She looked pleadingly up at him. 


“Į will, | promise.” Albus kissed her temple reassuringly. “Please 
don’t worry so much, Minerva. Things aren’t as bad as they seem.” 


She gave him a skeptical look and he quickly amended his words. 
“m not denying that we're living through terrible times,” he said. “l 
just want to make sure you still believe we're going to make it 
through.” 


“I have faith in you and Harry to do whatever it is that needs to be 
done. | just wish it were someone else.” She sighed and leaned her 
head against his chest again. “It’s worse than the last time. Much 
worse.” 


Albus couldn't argue with that, he’d had the same thoughts himself. 
Still, he didn’t want her so worked up all the time. He tightened his 
arms around her and kissed the top of her head, holding her silently 
until she fell asleep, no doubt exhausted from an evening of worrying 
and pacing. When he was certain that she was completely asleep, 
Albus slipped one arm under Minerva’s knees and lifted her into his 
arms. Carrying her into the bedroom, he transfigured her robes into a 
nightgown and put her to bed before changing into his own nightshirt 
and joining her. Feeling his weight on the bed, Minerva instinctively 
rolled over and into his arms. Albus held his sleeping wife and 
thought about everything she had said to him that night. It was almost 
dawn before he too fell asleep. 


Two days later, the Christmas holidays started. Ron and Ginny went 
back to the Burrow and Hermione went home to her parents, leaving 
Harry free to spend the holidays in his mother’s rooms rather than the 
dormitories, a break which he was glad to have. He was also pleased 
that his father had decided to spend the entire holiday at Hogwarts, 
taking a break from his frequent travels until school resumed in the 
new year. 


Harry had a lot of homework to do over the break, but was still 
pleased not to have classes for two weeks. 


“No Snape and no Slughorn for two whole weeks,” he sighed 
happily on the first afternoon, after moving his things into his bedroom. 


“Don’t let your father hear you say that,” Minerva warned him with a 
smile. 


Harry grinned sheepishly. “I didn’t know you were listening,” he 
admitted. 


“No harm done,” she assured him. “What would you like to do this 
afternoon? Hardly any Gryffindors stayed behind this year, so you get 
me all to yourself today.” 


Minerva reached out and ruffled Harry’s hair. He ducked out from 
under her hand, but smiled at her. 


“Could we play cards?” he asked hopefully. 
“Of course.” 


They went into the sitting room and dug up the pack of Muggle 
playing cards Albus had given Harry for his sixth birthday and then 
settled down in front of the fire with two steaming mugs of tea for a 
game of Gin. Later that evening, Albus joined his wife and son and 
the family had a quiet dinner together in their rooms. 


The holidays passed by all too quickly and before he knew it, Harry 
was moving his things back to the dormitory before greeting the 


returning students. The Ministry had allowed a special floo connection 
so that students could return to Hogwarts safely, so Harry waited in 
his mum's office all afternoon until Ron, Ginny and Hermione arrived. 
Minerva couldn’t help noticing that Harry took Ginny by the hand 
almost the moment she stepped out of the fireplace; she hid her smile 
from them by turning to the shelf on the opposite side of the room and 
pretending to look for a book. Hermione, on the other hand, was 
much more obvious about her reaction, though Ron couldn’t figure 
out why she scowled at him. Was he supposed to say something, he 
wondered. 


At dinner that night, Albus noticed that Minerva looked much happier 
than she had all term. He couldn’t resist asking the cause of her lifted 
spirits. 


“Your son,” she said, nodding toward Gryffindor’s table, “seems to 
be dating Miss Weasley.” 


Albus looked at his wife’s happy smile and couldn’t help smiling 
himself. “Two years ago he told me that she was like a little sister,” he 
said gently. 


Minerva waved it off. “He was only fourteen then. A lot can change in 
two years.” 


“So it seems.” Albus tried to hide his chuckle behind his goblet of 
pumpkin juice. 


Unfortunately for him, Minerva noticed. “I'll have you remember we 
were just friends once upon a time.” 


“My dear, you were never just a friend.” Albus’ blue eyes twinkled 
mischievously under his half-moon spectacles. 


“Charmer,” she charged with a smile. 
For the rest of the dinner hour, Alous and Minerva had a chance to 


feel like regular parents of a regular teenager as they watched their 
son and his friends. 


The next morning, Apparition Lessons were announced for everyone 
who already had or who would turn seventeen before the next school 
year began. Harry, Ron and Hermione signed up, although Harry 
wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to learn how to apparate. Lessons 
began the next Saturday and would last for twelve weeks, but no one 
could take the test until after his seventeenth birthday. 


Before Harry could begin worrying about Apparition Lessons, 
however, his father gave him a much weightier task. Now that the 
holidays were over, Albus was ready to resume his meetings with 
Harry. The first night of term they met to review more memories of 
Tom Riddle, finishing with the only memory Albus had been able to 
attain of the dark lord’s school days. When they had finished viewing 
the heavily modified memory, Harry finally understood why his father 
had been so anxious to have Slughorn at Hogwarts that year. The 
memory belonged to the eccentric Potions Master and it was now 
Harry’s job to convince the man to hand over the true memory, filling 
in the gaps in the modified version he had given Albus. 


The first thing Harry tried, which failed miserably, was to hang back 
after Potions class and ask Slughorn the exact question that Riddle 
had asked in the memory. 


“Sir, | wondered what you know about...about Horcruxes?” 


Slughorn all but threw Harry out of the classroom after he got over his 
shock. He realized, of course, that Harry had seen the memory and 
that his father had been the one behind his question. He tried to 
convince Harry that there was no more to the memory than what he 
had seen, but Harry knew the man was lying and that he would have 
to be much more clever in the future. For a few days, thoughts about 
how he might obtain the proper memory consumed Harry’s mind; so 
much so that he forgot to worry about Malfoy and Snape. For a few 
days. 


When they arrived at the first Apparition Lesson that Saturday, 
thoughts of Slughorn were chased away by Malfoy again. Harry 
noticed Malfoy arguing with Crabbe almost as soon as they entered 
the Great Hall and managed to position himself so that he could listen 


to the end of their discussion. By the end of the lesson, Harry was 
once more determined to find out just what Malfoy was up to and why 
he wouldn't tell Crabbe the reason he was needed to stand guard. 


Harry began checking for Malfoy on the Marauder’s Map at every 
opportunity, but quickly grew frustrated when he could never find the 
Slytherin bully. He discussed the matter with all his friends, but with 
the exception of Ginny none of them really wanted to believe that 
Malfoy was up to anything illegal. In the end, it was Ginny who figured 
out the solution. 


“He can’t be leaving the school!” Harry exclaimed one afternoon. 


“ Harry,” Ginny began thoughtfully, “where is the Room of 
Requirement on your map?” She had been studying the map closely 
over his shoulder for the last three-quarters of an hour. 


“What?” Harry grasped the map more tightly and scanned it 
carefully. “You’re right! Its not here. I'll bet you anything Malfoy’s 
using the Room of Requirement so that no one can accidentally find 
out about whatever it is he’s doing.” 


“Look, there’s Crabbe and Goyle standing around that seventh floor 
corridor,” Ginny pointed out the two dots on the map. “Weren’t you 
telling me the other day that they always seem to be wandering about 
on their own? They’re probably guarding the doorway in case anyone 
walks by.” 


Harry was so excited he kissed Ginny, not caring that they were in full 
view of the entire common room. 


“Ginny, you’re a genius!” he exclaimed proudly, ignoring the 
whistles coming from his dorm mates. 


By this point, Ginny had realized that every eye in the common room 
was on her and Harry, so she was quick to get the map out of view. 
She also whispered her next question. 


“What are you going to do now?” 


“Try to get in there and see what he’s up to,” Harry answered in a 
low voice. “It’s the Room of Requirement, if | require to Know what 
Malfoy’s doing it should show me. Right?” 


“I would think so,” Ginny said with a shrug. She really had no idea 
how the room worked. 


The next day, Harry received yet another distraction from his dual 
tasks of spying on Malfoy and trying to talk Slughorn out of his 
memory. His mother held him back after Transfigurations. 


“Mr. Potter, a word?” 


Harry looked at her in confusion and waited while the rest of the class 
filed out, most mumbling under their breath about false propriety. 


“Is something wrong?” he asked when the room was empty and the 
door closed. 


Minerva took a box of candy out of her desk drawer and passed it 
across to Harry. “Are these yours? | believe you left them behind in 
your room after Christmas.” 


Harry looked at the box of Chocolate Cauldrons, puzzled for a 
moment before realization dawned. “That’s the box Romilda gave me! 
You didn’t eat one, did you?” 


“| didn’t. Your father did.” 
Harry’s mouth dropped open in shock. Hermione must have been 
right about the Love Potions, or his mother wouldn't look so disgusted 


right now. 


“Where they... | mean, was it...” Harry couldn’t form a complete 
sentence. 


“Filled with a Love Potion,” Minerva said in disgust. “Luckily, your 
father only took a small bite of one and didn’t eat them the way he 


usually eats chocolates. He realized immediately that something was 
wrong and | was able to counter the effects without a potion.” 


Harry breathed a sigh of relief. 


“However,” Minerva continued. “I want to know who these came 
from...I’m assuming Miss Vane, as you said her name earlier?” Harry 
nodded mutely. “I also want to know how a Love Potion got into the 
school and where it was purchased.” 


Harry didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t tell her that the twins were 
selling Love Potions and sneaking them into Hogwarts. He looked at 
the box of candy, then at his shoes and finally looked back to his 
mum, who was looking quite impatient. 


“I don’t know?” he tried. 


“You seemed to know there was a Love Potion in the chocolates,” 
Minerva reminded him. 


“That’s because Hermione spent all last term warning me that 
Romilda was planning to give me one. | don’t know where she got it.” 


Minerva continued to look at him skeptically. “I think you’re covering 
up for someone and I’m going to find out who. If you know anything 
about this, it would be best to tell me now.” 


She gave him a look that would whither the best of trouble makers 
and Harry finally cracked. He had learned years ago that it was far 
better to tell his mum what she wanted to know than wait for her to 
find out on her own, which only made her more angry that he had 
tried to cover up something. 


“I think — that is, | don’t know for sure, but — they might be coming 
from the twins’ shop.” The last few words were little more than a 
mumble. 


“From where?” 


“Fred and George’s shop,” Harry finally admitted. 


“I should have known.” Minerva tapped her fingers on the box 
contemplatively, seeming to forget for a moment that Harry was still 
there. “Oh, you may go now. And, Harry, thank you for being honest.” 


Harry nodded dispiritedly and left the classroom. He could just 
imagine the letter the twins were about to receive. No doubt his mum 
would tell Mrs. Weasley as well and then they would have to face her 
anger in addition to his mum’s. 


The second weekend in March brought Gryffindor’s second Quidditch 
game of the season, this time against Hufflepuff. Harry was annoyed 
to run into Malfoy as he was leaving the castle; it seemed he was 
once again skipping a Quidditch match and taking advantage of the 
nearly empty school. Strangely, Malfoy was accompanied by two 
young girls rather than his usual cronies Crabbe and Goyle. 
Unfortunately, Harry didn’t have time to follow them, or even to think 
about what Malfoy might be doing, as the rest of the team was 
waiting for him in the changing rooms. 


Once Harry got up into the air, he realized that Zacharias Smith was 
playing for Hufflepuff and began to wonder who might be doing the 
commentary for this match. It didn’t take long, however, to realize that 
it couldn’t be anyone other than Luna Lovegood. Her dreamy voiced, 
nonchalant commentary, which covered everything except the game, 
was a constant distraction from Harry’s search for the snitch, 
especially with his mum’s constant impatient interruptions. Finally, he 
did spot the tiny golden ball hovering near the Hufflepuff goal posts. 
Moments later the game was over and Gryffindor had another victory 
to celebrate. As he flew back to meet his teammates, Harry looked 
over his shoulder to the staff section of the stands and was pleased 
to see that his dad had made the game. 


As always when they won a Quidditch match, there was a party in 
Gryffindor Tower that night, but Harry found himself unable to enjoy 
the festivities because he was still wondering what Malfoy had been 
doing during the match. He was so preoccupied, that he failed to 
notice Ron strutting around the common room with a huge smile 


plastered across his face after Hermione complimented his goal 
keeping abilities. Even Ginny got a bit annoyed with Harry that 
evening because he was only paying attention to her half-heartedly. 


Meanwhile, in a room not very far from the common room, Albus and 
Minerva were having their own victory celebration. 


“| missed you after the last match,” Minerva told him in a husky 
voice. 


Albus smiled. “Don’t think it didn’t pain me to be away.” 
“Well, headmaster, it seems to me that we've got two victories to 
celebrate.” Minerva dropped her heavy robes to the floor and 


sauntered into the bedroom. 


“Indeed,” Albus agreed in a choked voice, getting up to follow her. 


Chapter 39: Memory Troubles 


The next Monday night, Harry had another meeting with his dad. He 
had almost forgotten about the memory he needed to get from 
Slughorn until he got the note giving the meeting time. When he 
arrived at his dad’s office at eight that night, he ran into Professor 
Trelawney, who was leaving the office in somewhat of a snit. Harry 
watched her retreating back as she descended the spiral staircase 
out of view and then heard her trip somewhere near the bottom. He 
entered the office and gave his dad an inquiring look. 


Albus sighed and motioned for Harry to sit down. “She’s upset that 
Firenze is still here and that they’re sharing the Divination classes this 
year. I’ve got no other choice, I’m afraid. They would both be in very 
grave danger should they leave Hogwarts. Perhaps your mother was 
correct and | should never have met with Sybill in the first place, but 
what’s done is done. Let’s get on with the reason for our meeting, 
shall we. Have you managed to complete the task | gave you?” 


Harry felt himself go hot and then cold. He couldn’t quite look his 
father in the eye. “Er, well...not exactly,” he admitted. 


Albus looked at Harry over the top of his half-moon spectacles, giving 
him the uncomfortable feeling of being studied. “I suppose you’ve had 
more important things to do?” Albus asked. 


Harry shifted in his seat, feeling more guilty than he had in a long 
time. “It’s not that | haven’t tried,” he protested. “Slughorn runs away 
every time he sees me coming these days, and I...well, PII try harder.” 


“Please do,” Albus answered. “I believe | told you before that 
without that memory there’s very little reason for our continued 
meeting. | have two more memories to show you tonight, but without 
Horace’s complete and untampered memory, I’m afraid we can go no 
further.” 


Hating the fact that he had disappointed his father in something so 
important, Harry nodded his understanding and vowed silently to do 
everything humanly possible to get that memory. Albus seemed 
satisfied that Harry would try harder, and began explaining the first of 


the memories they would be viewing that night. He had obtained it 
from a very old house elf, accused of murdering her mistress not two 
days after Tom Riddle had paid a visit to the house. 


“So Voldemort killed that old woman for the locket and the cup?” 
Harry asked when they had returned to the office. 


Albus nodded, “Yet the house elf confessed and was convicted. It 
took the family some time to realize the possessions were missing 
and by that time the young assistant had disappeared from Borgin 
and Burkes.” 


“I can’t believe they thought that sweet old elf would murder her 
mistress!” Harry exclaimed. “He modified her memory?” 


“As he’d already done once in the past, if you'll remember.” 


“| remember,” Harry said with disgust. “But why? Why would he kill 
someone for those things?” 


“Įm quite sure Voldemort considered the locket rightfully his 
possession and that he couldn't resist the draw of anything that once 
belonged to a Hogwarts founder,” Albus explained. “Il hope to show 
you later why | believe he wanted these items.” He gave Harry a 
pointed look, letting him know that such an explanation wouldn't 
come until after he had obtained the crucial memory from Slughorn. 


“Now, | have one more memory to show you tonight,” Albus 
continued. “Approximately ten years passed between the murder of 
Hokey’s mistress and this memory. Ten years during which we can 
only guess at what Voldemort was doing. Do you remember when | 
told you that he once asked Professor Dippet to teach Defense 
Against the Dark Arts?” 


Harry nodded. “Only, I’ve never understood why someone who was 
so keen to learn the dark arts would want to teach students how to 
defend against them.” 


“A very good question, Harry. | believe he wanted mostly to remain 
at Hogwarts, to learn from the vast amounts of magic stored here. 
Perhaps to tap them for his own purposes, or even to recruit students 
to his growing body of followers.” 


“Did he ever ask to teach again?” 


Albus smiled. “That’s exactly what I’m about to show you. This next 
memory is mine.” He poured the shimmering liquid into the Pensieve 
and gestured for Harry to go first. 


Have dove into the liquid in the Pensieve and found himself back in 
the office he had just left. He barely stifled a gasp when, moments 
later, Voldemort entered the office. He was not quite as snake-like in 
appearance as he had been two years earlier, when Harry first saw 
him, but he was already a long way from the handsome young man 
they’d seen in earlier memories. His face was more waxy, and his 
eyes looked permanently bloodshot. 


Harry listened with rapt attention as his father talked with the future 
dark lord. He smiled a bit when Albus surprised and angered 
Voldemort by naming his followers who were waiting at the Hogshead. 
Friendly with local barmen indeed, Harry thought. The subtle power 
struggle that Voldemort tried to wage with Albus did not escape 
Harry’s notice. Nor did the way his father refused to play by 
Voldemort’s rules, beginning with his insistence of calling the man 
Tom. Very shortly after that, an angry Voldemort left the office and 
Albus pulled Harry from the Pensieve. 


“Did he want the Defense job again?” Harry asked. “He never said.” 


Albus nodded. “Of course he did. If you'll think about it for a moment, 
| think you'll realize why I’m so certain.” 


“He cursed the position,” Harry realized. “That’s why we’ve never 
had the same teacher for more than a year.” 


“No Defense Against the Dark Arts professor has lasted more than 
a year since | had that meeting with Voldemort,” Albus explained. 


He was prepared to send Harry back to the dormitory to think about 
what he had learned, but Harry had one more question. 


“Dad, you said before that maybe you should never have met with 
Professor Trelawney. What would have happened to the prophecy 
then, would it never have been made?” 


Albus sighed. “I don’t know, Harry. Perhaps she would have made it 
and no one would have heard, or perhaps one of Voldemort’s 
followers would have heard the entire prophecy. It makes no 
difference.” 


“Makes no difference?” Harry all but yelled. “How can you say that? 
The prophecy —“ 


“Does not dictate your future,” Albus interrupted. Harry looked at 
him in astonishment and he continued. “I’ve told you before that the 
prophecy is only coming true because Voldemort acted upon its 
words and caused it to come true. If he had not heard the prophecy, 
chances are he never would have killed your parents and attempted 
to kill you. When he chose you as the boy in question, he made you 
the one from the prophecy. But think, Harry, think. What if you had 
never heard the prophecy? Your life could have taken exactly the 
same course it has, but if you didn’t know the contents of the 
prophecy what would you do?” 


“Fight Voldemort,” Harry answered without a pause. 


“Exactly!” Albus began pacing in front of his desk. “He murdered 
your parents, Sirius, Cedric, and countless others. He infiltrated the 
school twice during your tenure here, three times if you count the 
imposter Moody in your fourth year. Your childhood has been filled 
with little else but Voldemort. Even if you had not heard the prophecy, 
if | had not heard it, you would still choose to fight him. It’s you, Harry, 
and not the prophecy that makes you the one that has to finish him. 
You fought Voldemort in your first year, and again in your fourth, as 
well as helping stop his other plans in your second and fifth years. All 
before you ever knew there was such a thing as the prophecy.” 


Harry thought he finally understood the point his father had been 
trying to make about the prophecy for nearly a year. “But what about 
the power the dark lord knows not?” he asked. “You said in the 
memory that love is the most powerful magic. Is that really all it’s 
going to take to defeat Voldemort?” 


“All?” Albus asked incredulously. “How can you refer to love as 
though it were not powerful? It is the most powerful and destructive of 
human emotions. When Lily died to save you, her love gave you a 
certain amount of protection from Voldemort. Remember in your first 
year when Quirrell couldn’t bear to touch you? | told you then that it 
was because of love. Because Voldemort has never experienced, 
and cannot stand to encounter, love. But you, Harry, you have a 
wealth of love inside you. Despite all the trials you have faced, your 
heart is pure and you possess an overwhelming capacity to love and 
be loved. 


“It’s your love of others that makes you want to fight Voldemort, not 
a prophecy. It is that love, Harry, that will carry you to the end of this 
war.” 


“That seems too easy,” Harry said. 


Albus smiled. “Perhaps it does, because to you love comes easily. 
However, there is more to do before you can finally defeat Voldemort. 
We won't know just how much more until you bring me that memory. 
Then we'll have a better idea of just where we stand. For now, | think 
you have enough to think about and I'll say good night.” 


Albus crossed to the door and held it open for Harry. Harry said good 
night and took the long way back to the Gryffindor common room, his 
head swimming with thoughts. 


Two weeks later, Harry had still not figured out how he could get the 
memory from Slughorn. In fact, he couldn’t even manage to get the 
professor alone to speak with him. He was sitting in the courtyard 
with Ron and Hermione bemoaning this fact, wnen someone handed 


him a note from Hagrid. It seemed someone called Aragog had died 
and Hagrid was quite upset. 


“What’s an acromantula?” Harry asked. 


Ron shrugged, but Hermione had the answer, as always. “A sort of 
giant spider,” she said. 


Ron shivered. “Don't tell me Hagrid’s just got one and wants us to 
meet him?” 


“No,” Harry said. “It seems he had one and it’s just died. He wants 
us all to come down tonight and help bury him. Well, it could be a her, 
| suppose.” 


“Its against the rules to go out after dark,” said Hermione, sounding 
scandalized at the thought. 


“I helped him with Norbert and made friends with Buckbeak, but | 
draw the line at a funeral for a giant spider,” Ron said. 


“Well I’m going,” Harry said. “Hagrid’s always been nice to us and 
he wants friends around tonight. Look, he cried all over the note.” 


“You'll get caught,” Hermione warned. 
“FII wear the invisibility cloak and be careful.” 


“Well, | think your time would be better spent figuring out how to get 
that memory from Slughorn,” Hermione carried on. “We'll all be away 
taking the Apparition test today, maybe you can get at him during 
Potions.” 


“Not likely,” Harry answered glumly. “My mum figures | should try 
what Voldemort did in the memory — get Slughorn some crystalized 
pineapple and let him get nice and happy drinking some mulled mead 
or elf made wine. She said that would loosen his tongue more than 
anything, but | don’t know if it’s enough to get me that memory.” 


“It can’t hurt,” Ron offered with a shrug. 


There were only three people in Potions class that afternoon and 
Harry thought perhaps he would finally get his chance with Slughorn, 
but as soon as the bell rang the professor ran out of the classroom 
and he was defeated once again. Time to try the pineapple, he 
decided. He went immediately to the owlery and sent a note to 
Honeyduke’s, asking them to send him a box of crystalized pineapple 
by return post. He instructed Hedwig to wait for the package and went 
back to the common room to wait for Ron and Hermione. 


They returned later that afternoon, Hermione in high spirits and Ron 
looking glum. It turned out that he'd left half an eyebrow behind and 
only just failed the Apparition test, which of course Hermione had 
passed. 


Hermione spent all of dinner trying to talk Harry out of going to see 
Hagrid that night, but he wouldn’t be swayed. He waited until after 
dark, and then slipped on the invisibility cloak — after telling Ginny that 
maybe she shouldn't go with him, in case he got caught — and snuck 
out of the common room. Once he was safely out of the castle, 
Harry’s mind turned to the problem with Slughorn. He was so 
distracted that he didn’t pay attention to where he was walking until 
he ran into someone. 


Looking up with a feeling of dread, Harry was surprised to see 
Professor Slughorn. 


“Who’s there?” he asked, sounding a bit frightened. 


Harry took a deep breath and removed his invisibility cloak. “It’s me, 
Professor.” 


“Harry! You’re not supposed to be out here after dark.” 
“I know, sir. It’s just...Hagrid had this giant spider and it died. He 


wanted some company to bury it, he’s fairly upset. You won’t tell 
anyone, will you? | don’t want him to get in trouble.” 


Slughorn looked thoughtful. “So there really are acromantulas in the 
forest?” 


“Yes,” Harry answered, curious about the expression on Slughorn’s 
face. 


Slughorn’s answer seemed more to himself than Harry, as he 
muttered on about acromantula venom. Finally, he told Harry that he 
would come to the burial also and promised to bring a couple of 
bottles of wine to toast Aragog. 


Slughorn disappeared back toward the castle and Harry threw on his 
cloak again, thinking that perhaps now was his chance to get that 
memory. Slughorn certainly seemed pleased about the acromantula 
venom and Harry was the one responsible for him having a chance to 
collect some. He'll be drinking, too, Harry thought happily. If only the 
crystalized pineapple had arrived. Just then, Harry heard a soft 
hooting from the trees to his left. He looked and wonder of wonders, it 
was Hedwig with a package. He chanced taking off the cloak one 
more time in order to get the box of candy. There were two notes 
attached, the first from the candy shop apologizing for the delay and 
the second from Ron and telling Harry that Hedwig had come to the 
common room and he hoped she found him. 


Harry crumpled up the note, thinking that it was very foolish of Ron to 
send a note like that. Anyone on earth might have encountered 
Hedwig and found out that Harry wasn’t in the common room. He had 
no time to worry about could haves at the moment, though, and 
continued on to Hagrid’s. He found the half-giant sobbing and 
wearing a black arm band, which appeared to be homemade. Upon 
hearing that Professor Slughorn was coming to the burial and had 
agreed not to turn Harry in for being out after hours, Hagrid was 
overcome with a fresh wave of tears. 


Slughorn arrived a few moments later and they all moved out into 
Hagrid’s garden, where a large grave had already been dug for the 
enormous spider. Harry couldn't help thinking that it was a very good 
thing Ron had chosen not to come with him; he’d have run back to 
the castle and given them all away the moment he got a look at 
Aragog. Slughorn bent down and seemed to be examining the 


creature, but Harry caught sight of a vial slipping into his pocket and 
knew the Potions Master had collected some venom. He then said a 
very flowery eulogy over the body and Harry was certain he’d got 
some venom. After it was all finished, the three of them went into 
Hagrid’s hut to have a drink. 


“You know, Professor,” Harry said casually as Slughorn poured the 
wine, “I’ve just got some lovely crystalized pineapple. Would you care 
for some?” He took the box out of his pocket and passed it across the 
table. 


“Ah, Harry,” Slughorn enthused, “these are my favorite.” His eyes 
took on a greedy look as he helped himself to the fattest piece in the 
box. 


“Have as many as you like,” Harry offered. 


Harry nursed his drink while the two professors made toast after toast 
to Aragog’s memory. Eventually, Slughorn noticed a bundle of 
unicorn hair hanging from Hagrid’s ceiling and Harry saw his eyes 
light up with that same greedy look again. The wine started running 
low and Harry focused with all his might on the bottles and actually 
managed to bring off a silent refilling charm. They’d been practicing 
silent spells all year and Harry still had trouble with quite a few of 
them, so he was pleasantly surprised when he managed it, though 
the bottles didn’t quite fill all the way. 


He endured nearly another hour of his professors’ increasingly 
drunken ramblings, until finally they got round to toasting Harry. This 
led to a discussion of Harry’s parents. 


“Į always did like Lily Evans,” Slughorn slurred. “Brilliant at Potion 
making, that one. You’ve got her eyes, Harry. It was terrible the way 
she died. Awful.” 


“You could help stop the man who killed her,” Harry said quietly, 
inching the box of pineapple closer to Slughorn. 


Slughorn tucked the unicorn hair that Hagrid had just given him into 
his pocket and helped himself to more candy, seeming not to have 
heard Harry. 


“Helping me would sort of be like helping my mum,” Harry carried on. 
“No one would have to know you gave me the memory, if that’s what 
you're worried about.” 


“But I’m so ashamed,” Slughorn admitted. “I’m afraid | did terrible 
damage that day.” 


“Giving me the memory would make up for that,” Harry tried. 


He knew he must be capable of getting the memory, or his dad would 
never have asked him. It was because of him that Slughorn ever 
agreed to teach at Hogwarts, Harry reminded himself. While he was 
thinking of what else he might say to convince his professor, 
Slughorn sighed and withdrew and empty vial from his pocket. A 
moment later, an astonished Harry was holding the memory he’d 
spent so many weeks trying to obtain. He couldn’t quite believe that 
he’d finally managed it, but then decided that he’d better get out of 
there before Slughorn changed his mind. 


Harry needn't have worried, because before he could reach the door 
of Hagrid’s hut Slughorn’s head hit the table and his snores joined 
with Hagrid’s. He threw on his invisibility cloak and raced back to the 
castle, hoping against hope that he wouldn't get caught before he 
reached Gryffindor Tower. In the excitement of his triumph, he 
decided not to go back to the common room, but went instead to his 
mother’s rooms. 


He shouted the password and burst into the room, shouting a 
greeting before he even removed his invisibility cloak. “Mum!” 


When there was no answer, Harry pulled off the cloak and actually 
took a moment to look around. A moment later, Minerva entered from 
the bedroom, looking sleepy. 


“Harry! What is it, what’s wrong?” 


“Nothing’s wrong. Everything is brilliant. Has dad come back yet?” 


Minerva rubbed her eyes. “I don’t know. If he has, he’s in his office. 
What’s all the excitement?” 


Harry took the vial out of his pocket with a wide smile. “I got the 
memory from Slughorn! You were right, | gave him a box of 
crystalized pineapple and got him drinking and managed to guilt him 
into giving it to me. Of course, it helped that he was in a very good 
mood already from getting some acromantula venom and unicorn hair 
while we were at Hagrid’s.” He crossed the room and hugged 
Minerva. “Thanks, mum!” 


“You're welcome, Harry. lm glad it all worked out.” She squeezed 
his shoulder. “Wait! Did you just say you were at Hagrid’s? What 
were you doing out until this hour?” 


Harry pulled back, mentally kicking himself for the slip. He looked at 
his shoes. “Well, um...” He took a deep breath and decided there was 
nothing for it, but to tell her. He told the story of what had gone on 
that night, then paused for a second and looked up at her. “Am | in 
trouble?” 


Minerva sighed. “You should be. Go on and look for your father and 
l'Il decide about a punishment tomorrow.” 


“Yes, ma’am,” Harry answered, not at all surprised that she would 
enforce the rules with punishment despite his achievement. 


He clutched the vial of memory tightly in his fist and passed through 
into the headmaster’s chambers and from there to his father’s office. 
Albus was seated at the desk, looking very tired but pleased about 
something. 


“Harry,” he exclaimed in surprise. “What are you doing here so 
late?” 


“I’ve done it!” Harry answered, showing him the vial. “I got Professor 
Slughorn to give up the memory.” 


“Well done,” Albus said. “Very well done, indeed. | knew you could 
do it. Shall we view it now and find out if my theory is correct?” 


Harry nodded and moments later they were diving into the Pensieve 
once again. 


Chapter 40: The Battle Begins 


When they emerged once more from the Pensieve, Harry and Albus 
took seats across the desk from one another. 

“I have been hoping for this piece of evidence for a very long time,” 
Albus said. “It confirms the theory on which | have been working, it 
tells me that | am right, and also how very far there is still to go...” 


Harry frowned in thought. “Then you think that Voldemort made a 
Horcrux?” he asked. “That’s why he didn’t die when he attacked me?” 


“You’re almost there, Harry,” Albus agreed with a nod. “What was 
most important about this memory is the discussion of what would 
happen if a wizard were to create more than one Horcrux. As far as | 
know, no other wizard had ever attempted to do more than tear his 
soul in two, but you heard Voldemort: Isn't seven the most powerfully 
magical number?” 


“Seven Horcruxes!” Harry exclaimed in disbelief. 

“Seven pieces of his soul would mean six Horcruxes. The seventh 
and final bit is that which currently resides in his body. It is that part of 
his soul which was torn from his body when he attacked you fifteen 
years ago, which fled the country and searched desperately for a way 
to regain human form. That seventh is the last part which anyone 
seeking to destroy Voldemort must go after last.” 


“So...we have to find and destroy the six Horcruxes before 
Voldemort can be finished?” 


“Precisely, but there now remain only four Horcruxes.” 
“Four?” Harry asked. “What happened to the other two?” 
“We've already destroyed them,” Albus explained. 


“The ring! You had Marvolo’s ring at the beginning of term. You 
injured your hand getting it!” Harry paused. “But what was the other?” 


“The other, Harry, was the first destroyed. Four years ago, you 
brought an object to this office and we destroyed it. I'll admit that at 
the time, | wasn’t certain of what we were dealing with, but the odd 
properties of that particular object set off my current search. Can you 
not think what it was?” 


“That old diary?” Harry asked. “How did you know it was a 
Horcrux?” 


Albus explained his reasoning to Harry and then asked if he could 
guess what the remaining Horcruxes may be. 


“I suppose the locket and the cup from the earlier memory,” Harry 
ventured. 


“Good. | believe that those two objects were taken by the young 
Voldemort for use as Horcruxes. The fact that they once belonged to 
Hogwarts founders would have held a very powerful pull on his 
imagination. Vain as he is, | believe Voldemort will have chosen 
objects of significant magical value. We are left with two Horcruxes 
unknown and I'd be willing to bet quite a lot that one is something that 
used to belong to Rowena Ravenclaw.” 


“What about Gryffindor?” 


Albus smiled, but shook his head. “The only artifact left from 
Gryffindor’s life is here in this office. | am convinced he left no others. 
However, | do have some suspicions about the sixth Horcrux.” 


Harry followed his father’s gaze to the ruby encrusted sword locked in 
a glass case behind the desk. He remembered asking about the 
sword as a young boy and hearing tales of the exploits of Godric 
Gryffindor. His parents, being slightly biased, painted a picture of the 
man as one of the greatest wizards of all time — second perhaps only 
to Merlin — a man of noble and daring deeds. He was snapped out of 
his thoughts when he realized that his father was still speaking. 


“You think the snake Nagini is a Horcrux? Can one make them out 
of animals?” 


“It is unadvisable to use something that can move about and think 
for itself, but | believe he may have been desperate to complete his 
work. By my calculations, Voldemort was one Horcrux short of his 
goal when he attacked you and was physically destroyed. He’s had 
little Opportunity since his rebirth to make the sixth one and it is my 
thinking that he’d have done so as soon as possible, probably with 
the death of the Muggle caretaker Frank Bryce.” 


Harry took a moment to digest all of this information. “So, when you 
leave the school, you’re looking for more Horcruxes, then?” 


“Yes, and | think | may be close to finding another.” 


“And if you do, can | come with you and help get rid of it?” Harry 
asked hopefully. 


Albus studied Harry for a moment and then nodded his agreement. 
“Really?” Harry was a bit taken aback. 
His dad smiled. “Yes, Harry, really.” 


After a bit more discussion of the Horcruxes, Harry returned to the 
common room. He found it empty, his friends having already gone to 
bed, and decided he would wait till tomorrow to tell them of his latest 
discovery. 


The next morning, Katie Bell returned to the school. She’d been 
cured of all effects from the cursed necklace and released from 
hospital two days earlier. Everyone was glad to have her back and 
Harry couldn’t wait to have his Quidditch team whole again. He was 
disappointed, however, that she could offer no more information 
about how she got the necklace. All Katie remembered was entering 
the ladies at the Three Broomsticks. After that, everything was a 
blank until she woke up in St. Mungo’s two weeks ago. 


That afternoon, Harry dropped by to visit Minerva in her office, as he 
frequently did. She gladly put aside her marking to talk with him. After 
Harry had finished answering all her usual questions about his 
classes and his friends, Minerva was silent for several moments, as 
though she were debating with herself about something. 


“Mum?” Harry asked. “Is something wrong?” 


Minerva sighed. “I’ve been thinking about what you told me on the 
night of Professor Slughorn’s Christmas party.” 


“About Malfoy and Snape?” Harry was slightly surprised. He half 
expected her to be worried about his dad’s promise to take him along 
on the next mission to destroy a Horcrux. 


“Yes.” Minerva looked deeply troubled. “I’ve spent a lot of time 
thinking about what Mr. Malfoy may have been ordered to do and the 
only possible answer is deeply disturbing. | think it may have begun 
as a suicide mission of sorts, with Voldemort hoping that Draco would 
be expelled, imprisoned, or even killed in order to punish Lucius for 
his many failures.” As she continued, Harry heard her voice begin to 
waver slightly. “But the Unbreakable Vow, the necklace, the Room of 
Requirement... | think...Draco’s been...given orders to kill someone. It 
wouldn't be you, I’m almost certain. Voldemort would want to...to...” 


“To do that himself,” Harry finished for her. 


Minerva nodded and attempted to carry on, “That’s why | think it must 
be...” It was no good, she couldn't finish. 


“Dad,” Harry whispered, realization dawning. 


Once more, Minerva nodded. “He won't listen, won’t even let me 
bring it up. We have to stop it somehow.” 


Harry left the office a while later even more determined to find out just 
what Draco was doing in the Room of Requirement. He was 
distracted, however, by the upcoming Quidditch match against 
Ravenclaw. Now that Katie was back, Harry had to remove Dean as 


Chaser. It wasn’t the most pleasant experience of Harry’s life, but 
Dean took it stoically enough. With the original team back together 
again, everyone flew better than ever and Harry was certain that they 
would soundly defeat Ravenclaw and win the Cup. 


The day of the match finally rolled around late in May, and to Harry’s 
great joy Gryffindor won. The party in Gryffindor Tower that day was 
loud and filled with excitement and Minerva never even attempted to 
break it up, but Harry found himself spending much of the night in a 
secluded corner with Ginny. He wasn’t sure Ron would approve, but 
at the moment that was the last thing on his mind. 


Once the euphoria of winning the Quidditch Cup was over, Harry 
turned his attention back to Malfoy. Unfortunately, he could come no 
nearer to getting into the Room of Requirement to get a look at what 
the Slytherin was doing. His spirits were already low as May passed 
into June, and they only dipped further as he was forced apart from 
Ginny so that she could study for O.W.L.s. Ginny was having to 
spend more and more time in the library and Harry found that he 
missed her greatly, especially when he was feeling down about not 
uncovering Malfoy’s secret. 


Then, late one afternoon, all of Harry’s “lessons” with his father paid 
off. He received a note asking him to come to the headmaster’s office 
as quickly as possible. On his way to the office, Harry heard a scream 
and rounded a corner and found Professor Trelawney sprawled out 
on the floor. With some difficulty, he coaxed her into telling him what 
happened. 


It turned out that she’d just been going into the Room of Requirement 
to hide her empty sherry bottles when an unidentified assailant turned 
the room pitch black and roughly shoved her out into the corridor. 
She told Harry about hearing a voice when she first entered the room, 
a voice she identified as male and whooping in joy. Harry knew at 
once that it was Malfoy. He must have succeeded in whatever he was 
trying to do and was whooping in celebration. Making a hasty 
decision, he convinced Professor Trelawney to accompany him to his 
father’s office to tell him the story. On the way, she began to babble 
about predictions of doom and her interview with Albus. When she 


got to the bit about being interrupted by his Uncle Aberforth, Harry 
snapped to attention. What had she just said? 


“_..but then we were rudely interrupted by Severus Snape!” 


Harry’s mind began reeling and his body went numb. All these years 
Snape had been picking on Harry and it was him who sent Voldemort 
after Lily and James; who helped Peter Pettigrew betray his family; 
who set the course of Harry’s life down a dark and dangerous path 
that was certain to end in murder — either Harry’s or Voldemort’s. 
Professor Trelawney had to call Harry’s name several times before 
he was able to answer her. 


“Stay here,” he told her angrily. 

Without waiting for a response, Harry ran the rest of the way to his 
father’s office and shouted the password at the gargoyle. Taking the 
stairs three at a time, he burst into the office without knocking. 

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” he demanded. 

“Harry?” 

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” he repeated. Harry began pacing 
wildly up and down the office. “It was Snape! All this time... How 
could you let him in the school knowing what he did?” 

“I’m afraid | don’t understand,” Albus said calmly. 

“SNAPE SENT VOLDEMORT AFTER MY FAMILY!” Harry yelled. 
“Professor Trelawney just told me the whole story of that night at the 
Hog’s Head. Why didn’t you ever tell me it was Snape? Why did you 
let him teach here?” 


Albus sighed. “We've been over this before.” 


“It’s different now,” Harry persisted. “I didn’t know he was the one 
responsible for my parents’ deaths.” 


“He didn’t know that your family would be the ones Voldemort went 
after. Once he learned of Voldemort’s plan, he came to me and told 
the whole story. | gave him the job here because | believed his story 
and | trust him. Now, can you calm down so that we can discuss the 
reason for my note?” 


Harry had forgotten about the note. He was still angry about Snape, 
but for the moment put it aside. “Did you find another Horcrux?” He 
noticed for the first time that his father was holding a traveling cloak. 
“Are we going somewhere?” 


“| believe so, and yes if you still wish to come with me,” Albus 
answered. 


“Of course | want to go. Where? Are we leaving right now?” 


Albus explained to Harry that they would be going to a cave where 
the young Tom Riddle had once tortured other children from his 
orphanage and made him promise that he would obey even such 
orders as “leave me, save yourself.” He then instructed Harry to get 
his Invisibility Cloak and meet in the entrance hall in a few minutes. 


Harry rushed back to the dormitory and retrieved his cloak as well as 
the Marauders Map. He found Ron, Hermione and Ginny in the 
common room and gave them hurried instructions. 


“Listen, | don’t have much time. My dad and | are going looking for a 
Horcrux tonight. Be quiet,” he admonished when Ron started to 
interrupt. “I ran into Trelawney outside the Room of Requirement 
earlier. She heard someone in there whooping excitedly. Someone 
who pushed her out of the room. You know what that means.” 


“Malfoy,” Ginny whispered, the spite she held for him evident in her 
voice. 


“Right,” Harry said, cutting through Hermione’s protests. “I think that 
whatever he’s planning, he’s going to do it tonight. Use the map to 
watch him. If you can’t find him, then he’s already in the Room of 
Requirement. Get together as many members of the D.A. as you can 


and be prepared to act. | don’t know what Malfoy’s going to do, but 
I'm certain it’s going to be big. You have to be prepared.” 


Harry tore off the bottom of the parchment on which Ron was writing 
his Potions essay and scribbled a note to Minerva. “Take this to my 
mum,” he told Ginny. “She'll understand. | wish | had time to talk to 
her myself, but my dad’s waiting. | have to go. Do you understand 
what you need to do?” 


His friends all assured him they did, though Hermione and Ron 
looked doubtful. 


“Good,” Harry said. “Be careful.” He kissed Ginny and then rushed 
off to meet his dad. 


As soon as Harry was gone, Ginny turned to Ron and Hermione. “l 
know you’ve been skeptical of Harry’s theory about Malfoy, but | 
believe him and we’re going to do what he asked. It’s the least we 
can do considering everything Harry’s been through trying to save all 
of us. Besides, if he’s wrong it won’t have done any damage just to 
make sure. lm going to go take this note to McGonagall, you contact 
the D.A. members.” Without waiting for an answer, she turned and 
left the common room. 


Minerva had just finished dressing and putting her hair back into a 
bun when Ginny knocked at the door to her rooms. Albus had left 
nearly an hour before, but she’d spent a long time just sitting in bed 
and staring into space while thinking about what had just happened. 
Albus tried, whenever possible, to delay leaving the school until he 
could have a proper good bye with Minerva, but this time she sensed 
something different in his actions. There was something desperate, 
almost final about their love making and it scared her. 


Ginny’s knock cut through Minerva’s thoughts like a knife and she 
steeled herself for the worst before opening the door. 


“Miss Weasley! What can | do for you?” Minerva hoped she 
sounded normal. 


“Harry asked me to give you this.” Ginny held out the note. “He 
wanted to come talk to you himself, but he said there wasn't time. | 
don't think Professor Dumbledore knew what Harry was going to do 
when he came back to the common room before they left. Er, you 
knew they were gone, right?” 


“Of course | knew.” Minerva stepped back and opened the door 
further. “Why don’t you come in and tell me what Harry said before he 
left.” 


“He said you'd understand everything when you read his note.” 
Ginny joined her head of house in the sitting room. 


Minerva read the hastily scrawled note from Harry. “He thinks it’s 
going to happen tonight,” she said after a pause. 


Ginny nodded. “Ron and Hermione are contacting the D.A. members, 
but | don’t think many of them will come. Harry was probably right 
when he said that most of them were only interested in disobeying 
Umbridge and succeeding in their exams.” 


“Yes,” Minerva agreed, “but let’s hope one or two show up. Let’s not 
waste any time. I’m going to go check on the Room of Requirement. 
Your parents and several other Order members are waiting in 
Hogsmeade. Albus always asks them to stand watch when he’s away. 
| trust you remember how to send messages via Patronus? Good, if 
we find anything the least bit out of the ordinary | want you to signal 
them right away. Understand?” 


“Yes, ma’am,” Ginny said. She hesitated on the way out of the room, 
unsure of whether or not she should give voice to the question 
burning on the tip of her tongue. Finally, she could stand it no longer. 
“Professor, will Harry be all right?” 


Minerva looked down into Ginny’s wide brown eyes. She could see 
fear, hope, and determination in their depths and decided that this girl 
was indeed the perfect match for her son. She sighed. “I don’t know, 
Ginny. Are you scared?” 


“Yes, a bit. | almost begged Harry to take me along, but then | 
realized that he needed me here so that | could do what he can’t at 
the moment.” 


Despite the situation, Minerva gave the girl a small smile. “That’s 
exactly why Albus always insists | stay behind. Come on, tonight it’s 
up to us to protect the home front.” 


The two witches left the room together and headed down the seventh 
floor corridor toward the Room of Requirement. When they got close, 
Minerva paused. 


“You wait here,” she said to Ginny. “If it sounds like I’m in trouble, or 
| give a sign, signal the Order.” 


She waited for Ginny to nod her understanding and then transformed 
into a cat and crept around the corner toward the entrance to the 
Room of Requirement. Just as she had finished backing herself into a 
shadow to watch the door, Draco Malfoy exited the room. He looked 
undeniably excited and Minerva prepared to follow him. Before he 
made it three steps away, however, two voices rang out in unison 
from opposite ends of the corridor. 


“Stupify!” 


Draco hit the floor with a muffled thud and Minerva transformed back 
just in time to see Luna Lovegood and Neville Longbottom running 
toward her. As the three converged on the door to the Room of 
Requirement, they met a most unwelcome sight. Death Eaters were 
pouring out of the vanishing cabinet and heading toward the corridor. 
Minerva put herself in front of the students and all three began firing 
spells at the oncoming enemy. It only took seconds for the Death 
Eaters to begin fighting back and Minerva shouted for Ginny to send 
a message as she guided Neville and Luna back away from the 
Room of Requirement. She didn’t want them to be sitting targets. 


A few of the Death Eaters had turned and gone back through the 
cabinet when they realized that their arrival was being met with 
opposition, but most remained and began to fight. They had finally 


infiltrated Hogwarts and it was not an opportunity to waste. Minerva, 
Luna, and Neville were soon joined by Ron, Hermione, and Ginny. 


“No one else would come,” Hermione panted as she joined the fight. 


“They should be on their way,” Ginny said, meaning the Order 
members. 


One-by-one, the Death Eaters climbed over Draco’s body and 
advanced toward Minerva and the students. 


Chapter 41: The Unbreakable Vow 


Someone laughed. “Is this how the great Dumbledore protects his 
school? Five underage students and a dried up old hag.” 


Despite the Death Eaters’ low opinion of their skills and the fact that 
they were outnumbered more than three to one, Minerva and the 
students managed to hold their own in the battle. They had already 
wounded a few Death Eaters and stunned a couple more, their 
comrades hadn’t even bothered to enervate them. 


A few minutes later, Bill, Molly, Arthur, Fleur, Remus, Tonks, and 
Mad-Eye came running up the stairs and into the seventh floor 
corridor, where the battle still raged. In the confusion, someone 
enervated Malfoy and he snuck away down a back staircase. While 
everyone was locked in a duel with at least one, and sometimes two 
or three, opponents, five Death Eaters took the opportunity to make a 
break away from the group. Hermione saw them go dashing by, with 
Minerva in close pursuit. She shouted to Ron and Luna, who took 
over battling the Death Eater who had just nearly cursed Hermione in 
her moment of distraction, and ran after her head of house. 


The Death Eaters were headed straight for the door to the Astronomy 
Tower and both Minerva and Hermione wondered what they were 
planning. A well placed trip jinx caused the Death Eater in front to fall 
face first onto the stone floor, slowing their progress. 


Hagrid and Professor Sprout had seen the Order members dashing 
across the grounds and followed them up into the school, gathering 
Professor Flitwick along the way. 


“Someone should be guarding the entrance in case this is merely a 
distraction,” Moody growled as he stunned and bound a Death Eater. 


If anyone heard him, they didn’t move. No one could bear to leave 
their friends to face a possible defeat. 


“Bill's been bitten!” Molly screamed. “It’s Greyback. Everyone be 
careful!” 


Meanwhile, the Death Eaters headed for the Astronomy Tower were 
so intent on their goal that they hardly fought back as Minerva and 
Hermione threw one curse after another at their backs. Two had 
fallen already by the time they reached the stairs. 


“Where is he?” one yelled to his companions. “The Master wants 
him to do it.” 


“I don’t know, just stick to the plan,” another shouted back. 


Those words shook Minerva to her very core. What was going to 
happen, she wondered. As she reached the stairs, she turned to 
Hermione. “Stay here. Don’t let anyone else get up to the Tower. If 
you get into trouble, yell up to me.” 


“Yes, Professor,” Hermione agreed, turning back to the corridor with 
her wand at the ready. She was shaking all over from adrenaline and 
fear. 


Minerva slowly made her way to the top of the stairs, where she 
crouched in the darkness to listen. She could see an eerie green glow 
filling the air and it sent a shiver down her spine. 


“Damn it, where are they?” 
“| don’t like this. They were too prepared for our arrival.” 
“Shut it, both of you. Someone’s coming, look at the sky.” 


Hoping that they truly were looking up to the sky, Minerva took a 
chance on looking out at the tower. The three Death Eaters had their 
backs to her and in the distance she could make out a small 
approaching figure. She wanted to attack, but knew that the first spell 
would draw their attention. She would have to be fast and she would 
have to be quiet. Summoning all her concentration, Minerva pointed 
her wand at the Death Eater who seemed to be in charge of the 
threesome and thought “Stupify.” 


He fell and his fellows turned, wands pointed straight at her. 
Unfortunately for them, they took the time to cackle over their 
discovery and Minerva was able to bring them both down as well. As 
she stepped out from the stairs, Alous landed a broomstick on the 
tower and Hermione shouted something up the stairs. Her cry was 
muffled and cut off halfway through and Minerva couldn’t tell what the 
girl had said. 


“Where’s Harry?” Minerva asked frantically, running toward her 
husband. She was limping slightly from damage suffered during the 
fight. 


“Im here.” Harry threw off the Invisibility Cloak to reveal that he was 
standing just beside his father. “What’s going on?” 


“The school is under attack.” 


They were interrupted by a cold silky voice from behind Minerva. 
“Well, well, well. Looks like we’re all here.” 


The three of them whirled to see Snape and Malfoy standing in the 
entrance to the tower. Minerva and Harry automatically stepped in 
front of Albus, wands pointed at the new arrivals. 


“Im afraid Miss Granger was no match for us,” Snape said. “Never 
leave a girl to do a wizard’s job.” 


“Especially a mudblood,” Malfoy added. 


“Feel like a big man with all your Death Eater mates behind you, 
Malfoy?” Harry shouted. 


“At least | don’t need my mummy to protect me.” 
“Oh? | suppose that’s why she got Snape to babysit you, then?” 
“Enough.” Albus’ voice was calm and quiet, but it broke up the 


argument. He looked at Snape, disappointment clouding his normally 
twinkling blue eyes. “Severus?” 


“You know why we’re here, Dumbledore. Tell your,” he sneered, 
“family to get out of the way.” 


“You'll have to kill us all,” Harry said. He stepped closer to Snape, 
raising his wand even higher. “I don’t think your master would like it 
very much if you killed me before he got to. Do you?” 


“Always the hero. Aren't you, Potter? If | had any intentions of killing 
you, you'd be dead by now. Stand back!” 


“No!” 


“I suppose you're going to kill all of us?” asked a taunting voice from 
behind Albus. 


While they weren't looking, Draco had enervated the three fallen 
Death Eaters and the family was now surrounded. 


“The door’s locked,” Draco said. “No one’s coming to help you.” 
“Be quiet,” Snape snapped at him. “You’re acting like a child.” 


“He is a child,” Albus said. “A child sent by a madman to do a task 
he can’t possibly complete.” He looked at Draco. “You're not a 
murderer, Draco. Voldemort wants you to fail. Don’t you see that he’s 
using you to punish your father?” 


“He’s not!” Draco shouted. He seemed almost mad himself now. 
“He gave me this job because I’m the only one who can do it.” 


“Do you really believe that?” Albus asked. “Do you honestly believe 
he thought you the only one of all his followers who could provide a 
proper match for myself?” 


Someone snickered and Draco whirled about wildly, pointing his 
wand at each of them in turn — including the Death Eaters and Snape. 


“Don’t laugh at me,” he yelled. “Leave us. Go and join the others, kill 
the mudblood and the blood-traitors.” No one moved. “Well? I’m in 
charge here, go!” 


The three Death Eaters filed by. One of them made an elaborate bow 
to Draco and said, “Congratulations, Master Malfoy, you’re becoming 
as big a failure as your father.” 


“| bet your dad will be glad to have company in Azkaban,” Harry 
added. 


“Enough,” Snape interrupted. “Draco, either do what we came here 
for, or | will.” 


“Ive had enough of your interference.” Draco turned away from 
Harry and his family and looked at Snape. “You think you're so 
important, but | know you're playing both sides for fools. This is my 
job and I’m not going to let you do it — Crucio!” 

Snape was so caught off guard that he failed to block Draco’s spell. 
Harry watched in horror while his least favorite professor writhed in 
agony on the stone floor. 

“Stop!” he yelled. “Draco, stop! Petrificus Totalis.” 

Draco’s arms snapped to his sides and he hit the ground hard for the 
second time that night. After a moment, Snape staggered to his feet 
and glared at Harry. 

“| don’t need your help,” he said. “Now, can we get on with this?” 


“Harry, Minerva, I’m afraid there’s no more you can do,” Albus said 
gently. “Please go downstairs and join the others.” 


“What?” Minerva exclaimed. 


“No,” Harry said firmly. 


“Your loyalty is so touching,” Snape said. “Why don’t you just follow 
instructions?” 


“High praise coming from a traitor,” Harry gave back. “Anyway, it’s 
not loyalty.” He glanced at his father. “It’s love.” 


While he was bickering with Harry, Minerva took advantage of 
Snape’s distraction. Following her son’s lead, she cast a silent 
petrification spell over the Potions Master. 


It took everyone a moment to realize what had just happened and 
then Harry turned to Minerva. 


“Good one, Mum,” he grinned. 


“There’s no time for that,” she said. She led Albus and Harry to the 
far side of the tower, away from Snape and Draco. “The two of you 
get back on those broomsticks and go to the Hog’s Head. I'll send 
Fawkes with a message when it’s safe to come back.” 


“We can’t leave you to fight all those Death Eaters alone,” Harry 
protested. 


“Hush, just go. And both of you go invisible. Alous? You’ve been 
very quiet.” 


“They’re both going to die,” he said, gesturing to the two prone 
figures before them. 


They were all silent for a moment. None of them had wanted it this 
way, though Harry and Minerva couldn’t help secretly thinking that it 
was better them than Albus. 


“There’s no time to worry about that now,” Minerva said. “Please, 
go.” 


“The door’s still locked,” Harry said. “How will you get down?” 


“You can fly me down to the first window and let me in,” she decided. 


Harry sprang into action. He threw on his Invisibility Cloak and 
summoned the broomstick he had been riding earlier. Albus took a bit 
more convincing, but eventually he too became invisible and mounted 
the other broomstick. Minerva climbed on behind Harry and they took 
off from the tower. Harry lowered his broom down to the sixth floor 
and Minerva used her wand to open a window. 


“Don’t try to be a hero,” she whispered to him before climbing 
through the window. “Go to your uncle and stay out of sight. Promise 
me.” 


“| promise,” Harry answered. “Be careful.” 


“| will.” Minerva climbed carefully through the sixth floor window, but 
before she could get all the way inside she felt a hand grip her wrist. 
Turning back and leaning out the window, she knew it was Albus. 


He pulled gently on her arm and steered his broom as close to the 
window as possible. Leaning over, Albus kissed Minerva somewhat 
roughly. “Be careful,” he said. 


Before she could answer, the invisible hand released her and 
Minerva knew they had gone. She made her way back to the seventh 
floor, praying that no one had been seriously hurt. 
There appeared to be fewer Death Eaters than before, but some of 
the Order members were missing as well. Moments after she had 
rejoined the fight, Minerva saw two dark figures go running by. They 
were headed downstairs, probably out of the castle. 

“That was Snape and Malfoy!” Neville shouted in surprise. 

“Should we follow them?” Ron asked. 


“No!” Minerva said quickly. “Stand your ground here.” 


Shortly after that, it was all over. Perhaps having received some kind 
of signal, or maybe just deciding it was over, the Death Eaters turned 
and ran one-by-one back into the Vanishing Cabinet. 

“Destroy that thing,” Moody ordered. 


Tonks, Ginny, and Ron all pointed their wands at the cabinet and 
shouted, “Reducto.” 


It was very definitely destroyed after that triple attack and everyone 
regrouped in the corridor. 


“What in bleeding hell happened?” Moody demanded of Minerva. 
“Where did you go?” 


She told them a short version of what had gone on in the Astronomy 
Tower. 


“They'll be killed,” Hermione gasped. 
“Good riddance,” said Ron. 
“What happened here?” Minerva asked. “Is anyone hurt?” 


“Minor injuries to everyone,” Remus said. “Except Bill. They’ve 
taken him to the hospital wing already. Greyback bit him.” 


“What happens to someone who gets a werewolf bite when it isn’t a 
full moon?” Ginny asked. 


“Nobody knows,” Remus told her. “But | don’t think he’ll become one 
of us.” 


“All right,” Minerva said, “everyone who needs medical attention to 
the hospital wing. Anyone who can wait a bit come with me. We need 
to search the rest of the castle.” 


Two hours later, even Moody deemed the castle to be free of 
enemies. Those who had been searching traveled together from the 


entrance hall to the hospital wing to check on the others. Everyone 
was healed up and looking fine, with the exception of Bill. He'd 
suffered quite a bit of damage to his face and werewolf bites were 
difficult to heal, even though Greyback hadn’t been transformed at 
the time of the attack. After assuring herself that everything was 
going to be all right, Minerva excused herself and went to Albus’ 
office. 


She found Fawkes resting on his perch behind the desk and spent 
several moments stroking his head and staring out the window in 
thought. As always, the phoenix brought her great comfort. Eventually, 
she sat down at the desk and wrote a note to Albus. 


“Fawkes, | need you to take this to Albus,” she said. “You know 
where he is.” 


Fawkes cooed reassuringly and took the note in his beak. A quick 
flash of flame later and he was gone. 


Minerva didn’t have long to wait. Moments later, Fawkes was back 
with Albus and Harry hanging onto his tail. Minerva stood up and 
moved away from the desk on legs that were suddenly shaking. Her 
knees gave way as she reached Albus and he only just managed to 
catch her. He folded her tightly into his arms and for a long time no 
one spoke. 


Eventually, Albus guided Minerva over to the couch and beckoned 
Harry to follow. 


“Tell us what happened,” Albus requested. 


Minerva did her best to recount the events of that night, though many 
of them had become blurred already in her memory due to the fast 
pace and the high level of adrenaline that had been pumping through 
her system. 


When she finished, they decided to go back to the hospital wing and 
see how the others were getting on. They were quite surprised to find 
everyone in high spirits. 


“What’s going on?” Harry asked, once Ginny released him from a 
fierce hug. She had run at him the moment he appeared in the 
doorway and flung herself into his arms. “Why’s everyone so happy?” 


“Bill and Fleur are getting married,” said a beaming Molly. “And 
Remus and Tonks have agreed to give love a chance.” 


“How wonderful,” Albus said, smiling at the blushing new couple. 


“| thought Bill and Fleur were already getting married,” Harry 
whispered to Ron and Ginny. 


Ginny grinned. “They were, but now Mum approves.” 


“She didn’t try to ditch him even though he looks awful,” Ron 
explained. “You'll come to the wedding of course?” 


“Of course,” Harry agreed. 


By noon the next day, the entire school knew what had happened the 
night before. How they’d all managed to live through the battle and 
not notice Harry would never figure out. Whenever he went anywhere 
for the next week, all he heard people discussing were Snape and 
Malfoy. The Slytherins had found a whole new reason to hate Harry 
and his friends, but they all seemed just a bit frightened to do more 
than glare at him and murmur hateful words as he passed by. 
Slughorn had taken over as their head of house until the end of the 
school year. He was still undecided about returning the next year. 


For the rest of the school year, Ginny didn’t leave Harry’s side except 
to go to class and sleep. Not that he minded, of course. With no 
Defense Against the Dark Arts classes, Harry and Ron had even 
more free time in their schedule and they spent the few hours they 
had away from Ginny and Hermione discussing what Voldemort was 
likely to do to Snape and Malfoy. 


“I didn’t want them to die,” Harry said over and over. “I just couldn't 
let them kill my dad.” 


“I know, mate,” Ron always assured him. “It’s not your fault. This is 
what happens to people when they get mixed up with an evil 
madman.” 

“I suppose.” 

One day, just to change the subject, Ron asked Harry about Ginny. 


“What about us?” Harry asked. 


“Well, you’re my best mate, but if you hurt my little sister you realize 
l'Il have to do you a severe injury, right?” 


Harry smiled and clapped Ron on the shoulder. “I know, but don’t 
worry. | wouldn’t hurt Ginny for anything.” 


“I know,” Ron said. “Just see that you don't.” 
“What about you and Hermione, then?” Harry asked. 


Ron turned very red and began coughing. “What about us?” he asked 
in a strained voice. 


“Is it my imagination, or were you holding her when | first came into 
the hospital wing that night?” 


“It was a very stressful night,” Ron protested. “She just needed a 
friend to lean on.” 


“If you say so.” Harry turned away to hide his smile. 
Meanwhile, Albus and Minerva had been over the scene in the 
Astronomy Tower a million times. Albus was less than pleased about 


the fate they all knew awaited the failed student and teacher. 


“Albus, it was your life or theirs!” Minerva shouted one afternoon. 
“Forgive me for choosing the one of you | couldn’t live without.” 


“I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s not your fault and I’m not really upset with 
you.” 


Minerva had tears in her eyes as Albus once more pulled her close 
and held her. “I didn’t want them to die either,” she said. 


“I know,” he said softly. “I know.” 


It was with heavy hearts and troubled minds that Harry and his 
parents bid the school year and the students farewell. 


“If only they had stayed here,” Albus said. “They would have been 
safe.” 


“You may not have been,” Minerva pointed out. 


“They'd have had to leave today with everyone else anyway,” Harry 
reminded them. “It only would have been a delay.” 


“I suppose you're both right,” Albus sighed. He turned and went into 
his office. 


Minerva and Harry exchanged a look, both wondering what he was 
thinking. 


A/N: It appears some of you underestimated the power of denial. ;) 
Minerva knew everything that Harry did for a reason. | hope you all 
feel the difference was explained satisfactorily. 


I've decided lm going to carry on and do year seven. Just give me 
some time to plot it out (I already have the ending). Hopefully, you'll 
get another update soon. 


Chapter 42: Much Still to Learn 


It took until the first week of summer for Harry to remember why he 
and his father had left school on that fateful night. He went to retrieve 
the Horcrux from his trunk. After unwrapping it and taking a closer 
look, Harry went running into Albus’ office. 


“Its a fake!” he said, slamming the locket down on the desk. “Take a 
look inside.” 


Albus picked up the locket and turned it over slowly in his hands. 
After a moment he opened it up and removed the note. “To the Dark 
Lord,” he read aloud. “I know | will be dead long before you read this 
but | want you to know that it was | who discovered your secret. | 
have stolen the real Horcrux and intend to destroy it as soon as | can. 
| face death in the hope that when you meet your match, you will be 
mortal once more. R.A.B.” 


“It was all for nothing,” Harry said bitterly. 


Albus sighed. “I was afraid of this when | first saw this locket. You 
may not remember, but just before term started Mundugus Fletcher 
turned up at an Order meeting with a great number of things that 
belonged to the Black family. Items that now belong to you.” 


“I remember now...you took something,” Harry said. 


“At the time, | feared | had acted hastily because | seemed to be 
wrong, but after reading this note | think we need to inspect the object 
| took more carefully.” Albus reached into a desk drawer and pulled 
out a nearly identical locket. 


Harry gaped at it. “You’ve had it all this time?” 


“When | first spotted this locket from across the room, | thought that 
perhaps Voldemort had entrusted it to Regalus when he was still a 
loyal follower. After realizing that he had given Lucius Malfoy the 
diary it didn’t seem so unlikely that other Horcruxes would be given to 
the keeping of other Death Eaters. 


“However, once | got this home and inspected it, | believed myself 
to have guessed incorrectly. As you can see, the locket has been 
tampered with physically. It no longer looks like Slytherin’s locket the 
way we saw it in Hokey’s memory.” 


“So R.A.B. is Regalus Black. | knew it! He destroyed the Horcrux 
then?” Harry asked. 


“It's the only answer | can see,” Albus said. “However, | think we 
should take extra steps to ensure that it truly is destroyed. I’d like to 
inspect the locket a bit more and then we can destroy the whole thing 
to be completely safe.” 


Harry slumped into a chair on the other side of the desk. “I can’t 
believe we went through all that for nothing.” 


“I wouldn't say it was for nothing. You now have an idea of the kinds 
of traps Voldemort set to guard his Horcruxes. You’re going to have 
to face at least two more similar situations.” 


Harry considered that for a few moments. Until recently, he’d never 
taken the time to think about the future or even plan his defenses 
against Voldemort. Situations had a way of drawing him in unaware 
and he’d had to learn how to sink or swim on the spot. Now, though, 
he thought it might be time to actually form a plan. He knew what he 
had to do and for once when trouble came his way, Harry would be 
ready. He would face death with his head held high. The way his 
parents had, the way Sirius had, the way he knew his dad would. 


Thinking about his parents and Sirius brought to mind another of 
Harry’s worries. “Dad,” he asked, “have you ever worried that Mum 
might be in danger just because of her relationship with you?” 


“Of course | have,” Albus said. “In fact, | think it took me longer than 
it should have to realize | loved her because | had always believed 
that my life was too dangerous — that | could never let anyone love 
me because they might get hurt. Are you worried about Miss 
Weasley?” 


“Yes,” Harry admitted. “I’ve been thinking that maybe we should 
split up till this is over. Just for her safety.” 


Albus shook his head. “If | didn’t know it before, recent events have 
proved to me that Ginny can take care of herself. Her whole family is 
involved in this war, | don’t think being with you makes her any more 
vulnerable. Anyway, | think she’s good for you. It’s easy for you to 
love people, don’t do what | did — | waited too long to find out how 
much better life can be when someone loves you back. Don’t ever 
waste time by worrying about things you can’t change, Harry. Once 
it's gone, you can’t ever get it back.” 


“She does make me happy.” Harry smiled a rather lopsided smile. 


“Good. You need some normalcy through all this. That’s why | 
waited so long to show you the prophecy. | knew how you would take 
it and | didn’t want that shadow looming over all your teenage years.” 
Albus sighed. “I wish | could spare you all of this.” 


“I know you do, but it’s like you said a few months ago. Even if I’d 
never heard the prophecy, | would be just as involved.” 


“Įm glad you paid attention to that conversation.” 


“| paid attention to everything you’ve said this year,” Harry said. 
There was a brief pause and then he asked, “How are we going to 
find the last two Horcruxes?” 


“The same way we found the others: research.” 


“It was just luck about the diary and the real locket, though. Wasn't 
it?” 


Albus’ eyes twinkled behind his half-moon spectacles. “Nothing is 
ever just luck, Harry. It could have been very easy to overlook both of 
those objects, especially the diary. It was fortunate for us that 
Kreacher wouldn't let many of the Black’s possessions out of the 
house and that Mundungus spilt his loot at that particular moment. 


However, | still wouldn't call it luck. Often, I’ve found that if one pays 
enough attention, all of life’s events have a way of falling into line in 
the proper manner.” 


“How difficult do you think it will be to find the cup and whatever the 
fifth Horcrux may be?” Harry asked. 


“| honestly don’t know,” Albus admitted. “The fact that Regalus 
Black was able to find and destroy one gives me no small amount of 
hope that we'll soon be finished with all of this.” 


Harry and Albus continued talking long into the afternoon, mostly 
revisiting subjects they had been discussing for months. By the time 
Minerva came to get them for dinner, they had exhausted the list of 
places where the Horcruxes were not likely to be hidden. 
Unfortunately, it was much shorter than the list of locations where 
they might find the remaining two. Neither of them even wanted to 
face the question of how they would destroy the snake Nagini — if she 
truly were a Horcrux — until a later time. 


While she was preparing for bed that night, Minerva felt Albus 
watching her. She turned around to look at him and thought he was 
wearing an odd expression. 


“Albus?” she questioned. 


He crossed to her side and cupped her face in his good hand, staring 
into her eyes for several long moments. “I don’t think | ever thanked 
you for saving my life,” he said so quietly she almost couldn’t hear 
him. 


Minerva shook her head. “Don't,” she said. “I did it for purely selfish 
reasons. Anyway, it’s down to Harry that | knew enough to meet the 
attack head on. If he hadn’t come to me with his suspicions and the 
information he managed to get, ld have been too late; the Order 
members wouldn’t have arrived in time to do as much good as they 
did; | wouldn’t have known to be on the lookout for those Death 
Eaters who broke apart from the group; most importantly, | wouldn’t 
have known not to call on Severus to help us fight. If any one of those 


things had gone wrong,” her voice broke, “I can’t even think about 
what may have happened.” 


“Shhh.” Albus wiped away her tears with his thumb. “Don’t dwell on 
the possibilities. You did an excellent job protecting the school that 
night. There was nothing more you could have done, no matter the 
outcome. | made you my deputy all those years ago and always leave 
the school in your hands for a reason. Don’t ever think that you don't 
play a major role in keeping Hogwarts safe.” 


“I suppose. It’s just that since Voldemort returned | feel like we’re 
losing control over the school more and more with each passing year. 
| feel so tired all the time, as though | can’t keep up the way | did in 
the past. Have | just forgotten how trying the last war was?” 


“I doubt that,” Albus said. Despite his best efforts not to, he 
chuckled a bit. “My dear, I’m afraid we're simply getting older. 
Personally, | would much rather leave this battle to the younger 
people and hole up in some secluded location with you and no 
distractions.” 


“You would never be happy that way,” Minerva argued. “I’ve known 
you for too long and watched you through too many wars to believe 
that you could walk away.” 


“No, that’s true. I’ve never been able to sit by and watch others fight 
for something | believe in, but it does get quite draining to be the one 
everyone looks to for guidance.” 


Minerva rested a hand on Albus’ arm. “Il know,” she said. “Il wish 
sometimes they would try to figure out just a few things on their own. 
The wizarding world has become far too dependent on you. It isn't 
fair.” 


Albus didn’t answer for a minute. He’d been trying to figure out just 
how long he’d known Minerva. They really had lived through quite a 
few crises together. No one else had ever been as loyal for so many 
years, and until recently she had never questioned him. Realizing that 


made Albus finally understand that he should have taken her 
concerns more seriously. 


“Im sorry | didn’t listen when you tried to warn me,” he said at 
length. “I should have realized...” 


“It doesn’t matter now; it’s all over. Come to bed. | know you haven't 
been sleeping much lately.” 


“| just can’t seem to relax enough to sleep well.” 
“Well then, tonight I’m going to make sure you do.” 


Minerva took Albus by the hand and led him to the bed. They talked 
for a while longer about happier days and eventually both drifted into 
the first peaceful sleep of the summer. 


About a week later, Harry and Minerva surprised Albus by arriving in 
his office unexpectedly. They even used the regular entrance, instead 
of coming through the bedrooms. Albus gave Minerva a questioning 
look, but she only shrugged. Harry had turned up in her office a few 
minutes before and asked her to accompany him to Albus’ office as 
he had something to discuss with both of them. 


“I’ve been doing some thinking,” Harry said once they were all 
seated in the more comfortable chairs by the empty fireplace. “With 
everything | have to do before Voldemort can be defeated, PII 
probably have to be away from the school a lot next year. So, | 
thought,” he hesitated slightly, “maybe it would be better if | wasn’t 
enrolled in classes. That way | could fight Voldemort full time.” 


“What?” Minerva exclaimed. “Absolutely not!” 


Albus laid a hand on her shoulder to calm her. “Education is very 
important, Harry,” he said. “You’re going to need all seven years of 
training here at Hogwarts to succeed at whatever you decide to do 
once Voldemort has been defeated. More importantly, do you really 
think it wise to take on such an admittedly skilled wizard with only six 
years of education and practice to your credit?” 


Harry said nothing. He didn’t want to change his mind so quickly and 
seem fickle, even though his father made a very good point — as 
always. 


“We'll leave the decision up to you,” Albus held up one hand to stop 
Minerva’s protest, “but | trust you’ll give this further consideration. | 
think you’re old enough to make the right choice.” 


Minerva was giving Albus a very familiar, unhappy, look by the time 
he finished. “Can | point out that you managed to fight Grindelwald 
and still teach a full schedule of courses, not to mention everything 
you've done to fight Voldemort over the last thirty-odd years. | see no 
reason to forego an education on top of all the other sacrifices.” 


Harry smiled a bit to himself. It was so like his mum to put education 
before almost everything else in life. He knew in his head that they 
had both made very good arguments for remaining in school and he 
did realize that it would be important to every aspect of his life, but 
part of him still thought it would be easier to defeat Voldemort without 
the extra obligations. He decided to give it some thought, perhaps he 
could talk them round to letting him finish school the next year if all 
this were over by then. 


A week later, Hedwig returned from the Weasleys’ carrying two very 
elegant envelopes. One was addressed to Master Harry Potter and 
the other to Mr. and Mrs. Albus Dumbledore. They turned out to be 
invitations to Bill and Fleurs wedding, which would be taking place in 
three weeks’ time. 


“We'll go, won’t we?” Harry asked. “I promised Ron.” 
“I think we'll be able to attend, yes,” Albus said. 


“Won't it be dangerous?” Minerva asked Albus later. “With so many 
people congregated in the same place.” 


“It has the potential to be very attractive to Voldemort as the site of 
an attack. However, I’m sure Molly and Arthur have thought of this 


and the guest list is probably quite short. Their home is well protected 
and everyone present should be capable of defending themselves 
should the need arise. We'll prepare an emergency portkey for Harry, 
so that he can escape at a moment's notice if anything should 
happen.” 


Minerva decided that was probably all they could do. It was actually a 
wonderful thing to be having a wedding in the midst of all the chaos 
and death. She was certain it would be a day that everyone needed, 
hopefully a day of joy and celebration that nothing would tarnish. 


In preparation for the big day, Minerva decided that Harry needed 
new dress robes of a more formal nature. Under cover of his 
Invisibility Cloak, she took him to Gladrag’s Wizard Wear one 
afternoon. The shop keeper was more than a bit startled to see Harry 
emerge from under the cloak, but quickly recovered and helped them 
with their purchases. 


Harry was fitted out with handsome new dress robes in a very 
dignified black velvet, as well as a new hat and shoes. As he 
examined himself in the mirror, he couldn’t help thinking that he 
looked quite dashing. He hoped Ginny would like his robes. 


“Mum?” he asked hopefully as Minerva finished paying for the items. 
“Could we stop by Honeyduke’s for a bit? I’d really like to get some 
Chocolate Frogs and Jelly Slugs.” 


Minerva shook her head. “You’re as bad as your father. All right, we'll 
go, but l'Il make the purchases. You stay under cover.” She felt they 
had taken enough of a risk for one day and didn't intend to let Harry 
parade himself about openly in the village for very long. 


He sighed, “Yes, ma’am.” 


Once more covered by the Invisibility Cloak, Harry followed Minerva 
into the sweet shop and stood at her elbow whispering, “a few more 
please” as she scooped Jelly Slugs into a plastic bag. She also 
picked up some Sherbet Lemons for Albus and a tin of Ginger Newts 
for herself before leaving the shop. 


Over the next three weeks, Hedwig and Pig flew back and forth 
between Hogwarts and the Burrow nearly constantly, delivering 
untold numbers of letters for Harry and Ginny. One afternoon, 
Minerva entered Harry’s bedroom to find a framed photograph of a 
smiling and waving Ginny atop the desk. She appeared to be wearing 
her bride’s maid robes for the upcoming wedding and looked very 
beautiful and quite grown up. Minerva was happy that her son had 
found happiness with someone and that he had chosen a girl they 
could trust implicitly. 


Late one morning during the second week of the holidays, Fawkes 
appeared in Minerva’s office. He had brought a request from Albus 
that she come to his office as quickly as possible. Dropping 
everything, Minerva hurried to the meeting, wondering what was so 
urgent. When she arrived, she found Albus waiting for her along with 
Remus Lupin. The latter looked more tired and worn down than ever 
and Minerva decided to speak with Albus about getting the young 
man to rest more and not work so hard. 


“I thought you would like to hear the news that Remus has brought,” 
Albus said in answer to Minerva’s questioning look. 


She sat down next to Remus and realized that he looked deeply 
troubled. Her heart nearly broke every time she looked at her former 
student. He’d had such a trying life, first being bitten by a werewolf as 
a child and growing up under the strain of a great secret, then having 
all his friends murdered and being forced to live as an outcast. Yet 
through it all he had remained such a remarkable young man, so 
much strength of character. Minerva patted his hand in reassurance 
and asked him to speak of his news. 


“I’ve had a letter from Wormtail...er, Peter,” Remus said. “He seems 
to be discontented with the life he’s now leading and | think in some 
way he wants to make amends for what he did to James and Lily. | 
hate myself for it, yet | cannot seem to trust him again.” He sighed. “l 
suppose that’s of little import today, though. Apparently, he had been 
given the job of acting as something of a houseboy for Severus over 
the past year. Several nights ago, he found Severus slumped over a 


writing desk in his study — dead. As far as Peter could determine, he 
hadn’t been cursed. He seemed to have just...keeled over.” 


A look of deep sadness and regret passed over Albus’ face. “I have 
been expecting this news,” he said, surprising Remus. “Very few 
people knew, but when Voldemort gave young Draco the order to kill 
me this year, Narcissa had Severus make an Unbreakable Vow that 
he would assist the boy. Thanks to Harry’s investigation and 
Minerva’s quick action, they both failed to carry out their duties. 
Therefore, the vow was broken and Severus had only to wait for 
death to overtake him. | wonder what he did in his last few days,” 
Albus mused. 


“Draco was ordered to...kill you?” Remus asked in amazement. “Is 
that what it was all about that night, then?” 


“Yes,” Albus nodded. “If it weren’t for Harry’s insatiable curiosity and 
eternal suspicions when it comes to Draco and Severus, and of 
course Minerva’s quick thinking and the actions of the Order, I’m 
afraid they would have succeeded.” 


Remus turned to look at Minerva, once more impressed by her 
bravery and skill. He had known her long enough to have been 
privileged to see the more emotional woman underneath the teacher, 
but there had been not a single trace of fear for her family visible as 
she fought for the lives of all concerned three weeks ago. 


The three of them spent a few moments in silence, each thinking 
about the news they had just received. Just as Remus was thinking 
that perhaps he should excuse himself, Albus spoke again. 


“I’m afraid we’ve been quite rude,” he said. “Neither of us has yet 
thought to ask how you're fairing with the lovely Nymphadora.” 


Remus blushed and smiled shyly. “It’s wonderful,” he said. “Though | 
still have many concerns.” 


Albus smiled. “lIl give you the same advice | gave Harry, then. Never 
let the opportunity to share in the love of a wonderful woman pass 


you by. Life is entirely too short for a man never to know the glory of 
love because of his fears. | myself almost waited until it was too late 
and though I’ve had concerns of my own, | wouldn’t trade one 
moment of my life with Minerva for anything on this Earth. For you 
see, we've each chosen a woman who can hold her own in battle and 
would never dream of sitting idly by while others were in danger. 
Were they not involved with us romantically, there would still be 
danger. Therefore, it is much better to face the danger together, with 
love to strengthen you.” 


Minerva felt her cheeks grow warm. She had never heard Albus 
speak of their relationship in such words before. She was glad to 
know he felt their union worth whatever danger it may bring. 


Remus nodded. “I know Tonks’ job puts her in danger every day, but | 
can’t help feeling that as a werewolf | add to her burdens.” 


“It sounds to me like she doesn’t mind helping you share that 
burden,” Minerva said. “Never underestimate a woman in love.” She 
smiled. “For she may not even see it as a burden.” 


Chapter 43: Summertime Distractions 


The day of the wedding dawned bright and clear, a good sign for 
what was to come. Harry and his parents arrived at the Burrow early 
and busied themselves with helping the Weasleys prepare the house 
and yard. 


“Sorry we couldn't visit for your birthday, mate,” Ron said to Harry. 
“We wanted to, but Mum and Dad said it was a bad idea and there 
was too much to do here.” 


“That’s all right,” Harry said. “Maybe you can come later in the 
summer.” 


“Sure,” Ron said. “Anyway, you and | have to take our Apparition 
tests later this month.” 


“That’s right. I’m of age now.” 


“As if you haven’t been reminding me of that for weeks already,” 
Minerva said as she passed by. 


Ron and Ginny laughed; Harry blushed. “Where’s Hermione?” he 
asked. 


“She should be here soon,” Ginny said. “She’s going to spend the 
rest of the summer with us, | think.” 


“Don’t her parents ever miss her?” Harry asked. “She almost never 
goes home.” 


Hermione arrived half an hour later, just before the rest of the guests 
began to knock at the door. Bill and Fleurs wedding was small, but 
very beautiful. Molly had moved all the furniture out of the sitting room 
and draped the room with lace and swag in their colors. Minerva and 
Albus helped conjure a few magical adornments to give the house an 
extra touch of festivity. 


After the ceremony, everyone moved into the garden where two long 
tables held enough food to feed ten times the number of people in 
attendance. A charmed gramophone played music all afternoon and 
everyone danced in between eating and talking. Fred and George, 
the only ones without dates, made everyone laugh by dancing an 
elaborate waltz together. Even Ron and Hermione shared a few 
dances, both blushing and with an awkward distance between them. 


“We've got to do something about those two,” Ginny whispered to 
Harry. 


Harry looked horrified at the thought. “What on Earth can we do? 
They seem fairly determined to just be awkward around each other 
forever.” 


“Well, I’m getting tired of it and I’m going to do something. | wish 
you'd help me.” 


“All right,” he sighed. “If you can think of anything, lIl help.” 


“Can’t you just talk to Ron? Maybe when you go for your Apparition 
tests.” 


“I don’t know...we don’t really talk about that kind of thing.” 
“Boys!” Ginny rolled her eyes. 
Meanwhile, their parents were all having a glass of punch together. 


“You really outdid yourself with all this food, Molly,” Minerva said. 
“Did you prepare all of it yourself?” 


“It wasn’t that much work,” Molly said. “You forget, I’m used to 
cooking for a family of nine, most of them growing boys.” 


They all laughed. 


“It's been a very enjoyable day,” Albus said. “A day we all needed 
after everything else that’s been happening. It’s so good to know 
there’s a bit more love in the world in this time of hate.” 


“We heard about what happened to Severus,” Arthur said after a 
pause. “Remus and Tonks were here for supper last week.” 


“Yes, we're so sorry, Dumbledore,” Molly said. “I’m sure you must 
be upset.” 


“Im very disappointed in the direction he chose to take his life,” 
Albus said. He sighed. “I don’t know what | did wrong.” 


“It wasn’t your fault!” Molly exclaimed. “Some people just can’t be 
saved.” 


“Perhaps...” Albus looked away toward where the kids were dancing. 
Minerva tucked her arm through his and leaned against him gently for 
a moment. He looked down at her with a sad smile and then turned 


his attention back to Molly and Arthur. 


“We're sorry,” Arthur said. “We shouldn’t have brought up such a 
touchy subject on a day like today.” 


“Think nothing of it,” Albus said. “I’m sorry to let my mood interfere 
with everyone’s good time.” 


As the sun began to set a few hours later, all the guests said their 
good-byes and took their leave, wishing the happy couple all the best. 


“Where will you be living?” Minerva asked Bill. 
“Here, for the time being,” he said. “We’re looking for a place of our 
own, but | can’t afford much more than a small flat at the moment and 


Mum’s a bit worried about us moving somewhere with fewer wards.” 


“You're lucky to have such a caring family.” 


“Yes, | know...wish Percy agreed with us. | never thought I’d get 
married without all my brothers here.” 


“He'll come around.” Minerva patted Bill's arm. “Just give him time.” 


“For Mum and Dad’s sake, | hope you're right.” Bill folded his former 
Head of House into a quick hug. “Thank you so much for coming 
today. It really meant a lot to me to have you and Dumbledore here.” 


“It was our pleasure. Come along, Harry,” Minerva called. “It’s time 
to go home now.” 


Harry was in the other room saying a long good-bye to Ginny. 
Bill grinned. “You better keep an eye on those two this fall.” 
“Indeed,” Minerva said with a frown. 


When they got home that night, Phineas Nigellus had some news for 
them. “I’ve been visiting my other portrait as you asked, Dumbledore,” 
he said in a bored voice. “Checking up on my good niece and her 
son.” 


“Ah yes, thank you Phineas. Have they had any threatening 
visitors?” 


“I wouldn’t know,” he said disdainfully. “They’ve not been home for 
the last week. From what | could see by visiting the other paintings in 
the house, the wardrobes are all standing open and completely 
empty.” 


Albus groaned and dropped resignedly into the chair behind his desk. 
“Fools,” he said angrily. Then he repeated it again very sadly. He was 
beginning to feel that everything was falling apart around him. 


Harry looked at Minerva questioningly. He didn’t understand why this 
news was so bad. 


“Running is a sign of both fear and guilt,” she explained gently. 
“Now that they’ve fled their house, Voldemort will probably go to even 
more trouble to hunt them down. It’s just the way he operates. I’m 
afraid they’ve made it worse for themselves.” 


“But | thought Lucius Malfoy was part of Voldemort’s inner circle,” 
Harry said. 


“He was at one time, but his actions after you first defeated 
Voldemort and his failure at the Ministry last year have put him 
severely out of favor. Draco’s mission this year was both a test of the 
family’s loyalty and a punishment for Lucius,” Minerva told him. 


Harry finally understood why Draco of all people had been sent to kill 
his father. He’d never really understood before why Voldemort would 
entrust such a task to an underage and unqualified wizard. 


“What will happen to them?” he asked. “Will they be killed?” 


“Probably,” Albus sighed. “It may take a bit longer now they’ve gone. 
They’ve probably fled the country.” 


“Maybe they can delay long enough for us to defeat him,” Harry said. 
“Then they'll be okay.” 


“Maybe,” Albus said. He didn’t sound very hopeful. 
Harry looked at Minerva, wondering what they should do. 


“Go on and get ready for bed,” she said, giving him a soft push 
toward the door. 


When he had gone, she crossed to the desk and leaned on the edge 
next to Albus. Minerva waited, looking down at him, until Albus 
eventually looked up at her. 


“It’s not your fault,” she said sternly. Her voice softened as she 
continued, “You can’t control everyone else’s decisions. All we can do 
is use the time we have to try and teach them and then hope that 


they choose wisely. Some people choose foolishly, that’s just the way 
life works. You’ve done nothing but good for all these people. 
Severus, the Malfoys and many others have chosen their own 
loyalties and judging by the way they all act, they’re willing to die for 
these loyalties. Just like James, Lily, Sirius, and all the rest of us were 
and are willing to die for our cause.” 


Albus reached out and laid one hand on her knee. “How did you get 
so wise?” 


“Well, | had to pick up something after spending a lifetime watching 
and listening to you.” Minerva laid her hand over Albus’ and let her 
thumb travel idly back and forth over his wrist. 


Albus shook his head. “No, my dear, about some things you’re wiser 
than | am.” 


Minerva moved off the desk and into his lap in one fluid motion. 
“Perhaps just a bit better at distancing myself from the situation,” she 
said. 


“Whatever the reason, you always know what | need to hear and 
exactly when to say it.” He wrapped his arms around Minerva and 
pulled her close. 


She leaned against him quietly for a while and then said, “Il know 
you’re upset that you couldn't save Severus even by giving him a 
second chance, but perhaps it was better that his life end the way it 
did rather than at the hands of Voldemort. He did what he did for the 
Order out of a debt to you, and even through his weakness and 
deceit he did some good. | too am sad to see another former student 
leave us and I’m disappointed that he chose the way of life he did, but 
his life was no more forfeit than any of the others we’ve lost.” 


Albus’ arms tightened around her for a long moment and then he said, 
“| think I'll have to start placing adverts in the Daily Prophet 
proclaiming your skill at rationalizing even the most difficult of 
situations and offering the perfect words of wisdom. Perhaps 
everyone will turn to you for advice in the future.” 


“Advice | would refuse to give except to my family,” Minerva 
countered. “Instead of that, | think you should advertise that our 
family is out of the guidance game.” 


“Soon, darling. | promise that soon we'll give it all up and tell the 
Ministry and everyone else to bugger off, we’ve got more important 
things to do.” 


Minerva smiled and patted his hand. “For now, what do you say we 
just go to bed?” 


“I’ve just got done telling you what wonderful advice you give and 
there you go again,” Albus said with a smile as he stood up, setting 
Minerva carefully on the floor in the process. 


The next Saturday, the Ministry held Apparition tests again for all 
those students who had either failed the test in March or only just 
come of age. The test was held on the high street in Hogsmeade as 
this was the only location in all of Britain where no one would think it 
odd for teenagers to be popping about unexpectedly. 


Minerva accompanied Harry into the village, where they met Arthur 
and Ron for a drink in the Three Broomsticks prior to test time. 


“We've had a bit of news from Tonks,” Arthur said in a low voice 
once they were seated. “Apparently, the Aurors have had word of 
Fortescue and Ollivander. Can we discuss it here, do you think?” 


“Quietly, but yes,” Minerva answered after looking around. 


Arthur leaned across the table and dropped his voice even lower. “A 
body was found, which as far as anyone can determine so far is 
probably Fortescue. No one’s had any word of Ollivander since he 
disappeared last year. The working theory is that You-Know-Who’s 
got him replacing wand cores for the Death Eaters and Fortescue 
was probably taken at the same time in order to confuse people 
about Ollivander’s abduction.” 


“Albus was afraid of that,” Minerva said. “It’s actually quite astute of 
the Ministry to have figured it out on their own.” 


Harry and Ron shared a look across the table. This was just the sort 
of news they liked to be included in and neither could wait to discuss 
the possibilities with Hermione. 


Two hours later, both boys had successfully passed the test and were 
fully licensed to Apparate without supervision. They wanted to have 
another butterbeer to celebrate, but Minerva and Arthur both decided 
they had been in the crowded village too long already. They said their 
good-byes and Ron and Arthur Disapparated. Harry was eager to try 
his new skill and Apparated from the high street as close to the 
Hogwarts gates as he could before encountering the wards. Shaking 
her head, Minerva climbed the hill back to the school on foot. 


When they weren't attending weddings and taking tests, Albus and 
Harry spent the summer doing further research into Voldemort’s past. 
Albus had managed to talk Madam Pince into letting them take every 
volume of the Daily Prophet published between 1942 and 1981 back 
to their rooms, provided they only took one year at a time. Any article, 
no matter how short, that seemed the slightest bit suspect was copied 
for further study. By mid-August, Harry was very surprised that they 
had already covered nearly half the papers. When his dad first told 
him what they’d be doing, Harry could only stare in open mouthed 
shock. 


“Dad, that’s nearly forty years worth of papers! Isn’t there some way 
to sort them so that we only get the articles about Voldemort or Tom 
Riddle?” 


“Of course there is,” Albus answered, “but we’re very unlikely to find 
the information we’re looking for that way. | want smaller articles, 
things other people would probably overlook. Mysterious events, 
unexplained deaths, disappearances and thefts. Remember, we have 
to find out what that last Horcrux is and where the others are likely to 
have been hidden. It would also help if we could determine when they 
were created. We'll probably have to look at some Muggle papers as 
well.” 


“Surely not every Muggle paper published in all of Britain for those 
forty years,” Harry exclaimed in disbelief. 


Albus chuckled. “No, that would be a superhuman task and we’d still 
be looking ten years from now.” Harry breathed a sigh of relief as 
Albus continued, “Whenever we find a reasonable lead in our paper, 
then we'll turn to the Muggle news. Come on, let’s get to the library 
and get started.” 


So far, they had developed a fair stack of copies to study, but no 
definite leads. Harry kept slowing down the progress by becoming 
engrossed in various articles. He was beginning to wish he hadn't 
missed his History of Magic O.W.L. and by so doing given up the 
opportunity to study more recent wizarding history. 


A week before school started, Minerva was finalizing the seventh 
year schedules. She summoned Harry to her office. 


“| need to know which classes you’re taking next year,” she said. 
“You're the only one | haven’t added to the rosters yet.” 


Harry smiled. He knew she was worried about his idea to withdraw 
from classes, but that she didn’t want to ask openly whether he 
planned to attend school. He picked up the quill off her desk and 
added his name to the bottom of four lists. 


“Defense Against the Dark Arts, Transfigurations, Charms, and 
Potions,” Minerva read. “Is that all? Are you sure you don’t want to 
continue Arithmancy or try something else? You could start Ancient 
Runes, you know, it would be fairly simple.” 


Harry shook his head. “You know how | feel about that, Mum. | don’t 
want to have too much in my schedule to distract me from Voldemort. 
| also don’t want to have too many classes to neglect if things really 
heat up. I’d like to achieve reasonably good marks if possible.” 


Minerva sighed. “I wish you didn’t have to worry about things like 
that.” 


“I know,” Harry said. “So do I, but | can’t help it. Enough people 
have been killed or otherwise hurt already. | have to stop this.” 


“You sound so much like your father.” She paused. “You are so 
much like your father.” 


“| only hope | can succeed as he did.” 


Minerva squeezed Harry’s hand. “I’m sure you will. Look at what 
you've already done. No one could have expected that from such a 
young wizard. | know you think some of it was chance, but you’re a 
very exceptional young man, Harry. Just the way you care so much 
about others is extraordinary.” 


“Dad says that’s how I’m going to win, but | don’t know... Sometimes 
love just seems so insignificant in comparison to all of Voldemort’s 
powers.” 


“Love is anything but insignificant. Its the most powerful and 
troublesome emotion know to humans. Never underestimated it’s 
power.” 


“Now you sound like Dad,” Harry said with a smile. 


Minerva laughed. “I suppose | do. Speaking of your father, lets go 
find him and have some lunch.” 


On their way to Albus’ office, Minerva remembered that she hadn't 
bought Harry’s school supplies yet. “I'll send for your books by owl,” 
she said. “Is there anything else you need from Diagon Alley or 
Hogsmeade?” 


“Nothing | can think of right now,” Harry answered. “Can | let you 
know in the morning?” 


“Of course.” 


Harry smiled. “Maybe you'd better stock up on crystalized pineapple 
and elf made wine.” 


Minerva laughed and wrapped her arm around his shoulders, 
squeezing him to her side for a moment. “Let’s hope you don’t have 
to charm Horace again this year.” 


A/N: Just in case anyone is interested: I’m studiously ignoring all fan 
theories, articles, and year seven fics until after | finish this story. | 
want to make certain that it remains my own vision of what may 
happen so that | can see how close | am whenever book seven 
manages to be released. Any similarities between my theories and 
someone else’s are complete coincidence and probably mean we’re 
on the right track. ;) 


Chapter 44: The Last Beginning 


Two weeks later another school year began — Harry’s last. He and his 
classmates should have been excited to be seventh years, to finally 
be the oldest in the school and to be almost finished with their formal 
education. Instead, they were all wondering what dangers the new 
year would bring and whether the shadow that had tainted all their 
time at Hogwarts would finally be driven away. 


Harry stood at the top of the main staircase with Minerva and 
watched the students arrive. For a moment he thought some of the 
carriages had been delayed, then he heard his mother’s voice and 
looked up in surprise. 


“You better go on into the Great Hall,” she said. “The first years will 
be arriving shortly.” 


“But everyone isn’t here yet,” Harry protested. 


“Yes, they are.” There was a note of resigned sadness in Minerva’s 
voice. “Some of the parents didn’t want to send their children back 
this year. They felt Hogwarts was no longer safe after the Death 
Eaters got in.” 


Harry opened his mouth to speak, realized he had nothing to say and 
closed it again. He couldn’t imagine how his parents felt with some of 
the parents not trusting them to keep the students safe. There must 
have been many owls this summer, but he’d had no idea. Not 
knowing what else to do, Harry slowly descended the stairs and 
entered the hall. Albus was already in his seat at the high table and 
Harry caught his eye as he entered the large room. His father winked 
discretely and Harry smiled in return before turning to the Gryffindor 
table to look for his friends. 


The first thing Hermione said, after they had all exchanged greetings 
and arranged themselves about the table, was that the hall seemed 
empty this year. 


“Well, the firsties aren’t here yet are they,” Ron said. 


Hermione rolled her eyes. “They’re never ‘here yet,’ Ron,” she said. 
“It’s not that, something else is missing.” 


“The seventh years le... No that’s not it either,” said Ron with a 
frown, realizing that the seventh years left every spring. 


Harry sighed and leaned over the table, keeping his voice low. “Some 
of the students aren’t coming back this year. Their parents think 
Hogwarts isn’t safe anymore.” 


“Its safer than home,” Hermione said, sounding outraged. 


Ron and Ginny nodded their agreement and Harry was about to 
comment, when he caught sight of Hermione and Ron's prefect 
badges. “Hang on a minute! When were you two going to tell me 
you've been made Head Boy and Girl?” 


They both glanced down at the shiny red crests declaring their new 
titles and blushed. 


“Well, the letters only came two days ago,” Hermione said 
apologetically. “We had to go straight to Diagon Alley to get our 
books.” 


Harry frowned, they would have had time to send an owl. 


Ginny leaned over and told him quietly, “They were afraid you'd be 
upset. Ron was certain you would be made Head Boy.” 


“You idiot,” Harry said to Ron. “Of course | wouldn’t be Head Boy. 
Where d’you suggest | find the time for all that? I’m happy for you, 
mate, cheers.” 


Ron blushed again and looked down at his empty plate for a long 
moment. Then he said, “Well, anyway, I’m glad Malfoy’s not here to 
make trouble about it.” 


It didn’t take long for Ron to realize that had been the wrong thing to 
say. As much as they’d all disliked Malfoy for six years and even 
though he’d become a Death Eater the year before, Ron realized that 
his disappearance was nothing to make light of. No matter how little 
he cared for someone, he would never wish him dead. There was a 
long moment of silence between the four friends and then the side 
door to the hall opened and Minerva lead in the first years. 


“Blimey! They get smaller every year,” Ron exclaimed. 


Nobody bothered to tell him that it was he who grew taller, not the 
first years who grew shorter, each fall because the entrance of the 
first years had drawn their attention back to the top of the hall. 


“ Slughorn’s back,” Ginny said with a small groan. She had 
somehow worked her way onto his favorites list the year before and 
could frankly have done without the extra attention from the eccentric 
round little man. 


“And there’s an empty seat,” said Hermione, mentally counting the 
subjects represented. “No Defense Against the Dark Arts teacher 
yet.” 


Harry shrugged. “I know they have one, maybe he’s just late.” 


“They better check to make sure it’s really him this time if he’s late,” 
Ron suggested. 


Their conversation ceased there because they realized that Minerva 
was staring straight at them. She had a way of quieting the entire 
Great Hall with just a look and anyone still whispering when she tried 
to start the sorting ceremony would find himself on the receiving end 
of a less than amused look. This particular September first, Harry and 
his friends had been the last ones to stop talking and pay attention 
and half the hall had been staring at them. 


The sorting went smoothly and then Albus opened the welcoming 
feast simply by telling them all to tuck in. While they ate, Harry and 
his friends tried to size up the new Gryffindors. They seemed a good 


bunch, though many of them appeared small and intimidated. Harry 
had never personally experienced that mix of first day nerves and 
excitement, but his friends assured him that Hogwarts at first glance 
was extremely overwhelming. Especially for Muggle-born students, 
Hermione had added. Ron tried to convince them all that he hadn't 
been the slightest bit nervous, but he only managed to provoke a 
wave of laughter. 


“You told me the sorting involved wrestling a troll,” Harry reminded 
him. 


“I did not, | told you that Fred said it did.” Ron’s ears were starting to 
turn red. 


Ginny started to laugh even harder. “And you believed him? Oh, | 
have to write and tell him.” 


Harry and Hermione largely ignored the small squabble that ensued 
between the brother and sister, they were quite used to them by now. 
Instead, they each sat wondering who the new defense teacher 
would be and why he or she hadn’t arrived. 


The mystery was cleared up when Albus stood to give his speech at 
the end of the meal. He made all the usual announcements 
concerning the dark forest, Filch’s list of banned items, Quidditch 
trials and everything else which new students need to know and 
about which returning students need reminding. Once all of that was 
out of the way, he turned to the subject of professors. 


“Im sure you'll all join me in welcoming back Professor Slughorn,” 
Albus said, gesturing to his colleague. “In addition to teaching Potions, 
he will be Head of Slytherin House this year. Professor Slughorn is an 
old hand at the job of Head of House, having held that title for many 
years before his retirement, and I’m sure we're all pleased to have 
him resume the position.” 


There was a smattering of polite applause from the students, but no 
one was very enthusiastic about it — especially not the Slytherins, 


many of whom would rather have had Snape back for some unknown 
reason. 


When the noise died down, Albus carried on. “You may have noticed 
that one of the seats here at the teacher’s table is empty. That is 
because your new Defense Against the Dark Arts professor is unable 
to join us before tomorrow morning. Rest assured he will be present 
for all classes tomorrow and will probably be introduced to you at 
breakfast. For those of you too curious to wait the night,” Albus turned 
subtly toward the Gryffindor table and Harry thought he saw a familiar 
twinkle in his father’s eyes as he looked at the four of them, “Defense 
will be taught this year by Professor David Dawlish, whom some of 
you may recognize as an Auror for the Ministry.” 


Harry and his friends heard nothing of the end of Albus’ speech and 
were only vaguely aware of the dozens of students around them 
trooping out of the Great Hall, or the buzz of rising voices echoing off 
the stone walls. They were all still staring toward the head table in 
slight shock. The Auror Dawlish was coming to teach at Hogwarts; 
the one who'd participated in the attack on Minerva? It just couldn't 
be. 


As his friends all turned their questioning looks upon each other, 
Harry was watching his mum for any sign that she was unhappy with 
the appointment. If she was, it didn’t show as she turned to speak 
with Albus before they both rose from their seats and left the hall by 
the side door. Of course, Harry realized, she’d had some time to get 
used to the idea. Though if the school letters had been late going out 
it meant the appointment had only been made a few days ago. He 
wondered if it was another case of the Ministry interfering after his 
father had been unable to fill the position, as had happened two years 
ago with Umbridge. 


Harry was pulled from his musings when Ginny tugged on his sleeve 
and informed him that everyone else had left already. 


They took their time walking to Gryffindor Tower, glad to be far 
behind the crowd, though Harry expected Ron might want to have a 
word with him when they finally arrived. When they reached the 
portrait of the fat lady, Harry remembered that he didn’t know the 


password for this year. He was about to leave Ginny to go in search 
of his Mum when she confidently said, “Cuada Leoninus. 1” 


“Hermione told me the password before she left the Great Hall,” 
Ginny explained as they stepped through the round entrance of the 
common room. 


The common room was empty and Harry and Ginny took great 
advantage of that happy coincidence as they said goodnight. 


The next morning when Harry was given his schedule he was 
pleased to see that he had only two classes a day, on Fridays only 
one — double Transfiguration. That should leave more than enough 
time for researching the Horcruxes and planning his defeat of 
Voldemort, he thought. He and Ron both had the first period that 
morning free and they spent it in the courtyard discussing Quidditch 
strategy. 


Harry had decided to hold trials for a new Chaser to replace Katie 
Bell that Friday, he hoped Dean Thomas would turn out as he had 
done an excellent job the year before. “And don’t you dare start in 
about being a hopeless Keeper,” he warned Ron. “I’ve seen you play 
miserably and I’ve seen you play brilliantly, you just have to keep 
your confidence up. Besides, nobody else could put as much heart 
into it as you.” 


He didn’t tell Ron yet, but Harry also planned to find at least one 
backup Chaser. Ginny was the best flyer he had on the team and if 
he ever had to miss a match, Harry wanted her to play Seeker, which 
meant they’d need someone to fill her position. 


Dawlish had made his first appearance at breakfast, but Harry 
wouldn't really have a chance to meet him until the next afternoon. 
He wondered what kind of a teacher the man would be and if he’d 
ever be able to forgive the attack on his Mum and actually learn from 
Dawlish. Harry knew from experience that when he had personal 
problems with his professors, like Snape and Umbridge, it made it 
very difficult for him to concentrate on the lessons and learn the 
material. This would be the third year in a row that his favorite class, 
not to mention the one he was best in, would be taught by someone 


Harry disliked. He hoped at least that with his Auror training Dawlish 
would know what he was talking about, unlike Umbridge and Lockhart. 
Now that he thought about it, Harry had really only had two decent 
defense teachers in the whole of his career at Hogwarts and one of 
them had been a Death Eater in disguise. 


The first day went smoothly for Harry. He had Potions with Slughorn 
in the morning, Transfigurations with his Mum after lunch and during 
his free time he worked his way through more of the newspapers. 
Finding nothing of interest in several consecutive papers, Harry 
skipped ahead to the year of Voldemort’s disappearance. He easily 
located the paper from the first of November and found the familiar 
story splashed over the front page, as well as most of the inside. It 
wasn’t the first time Harry had read the stories in that day’s Prophet. 
Something had drawn him to it again and again as a child, perhaps a 
sort of morbid curiosity about the death of his parents, or a need to 
see in black and white a description of the events he couldn't 
remember. This time, though, he hoped to find some useful bit of 
information in these familiar pages; something that until now would 
have held no significance for him. 


Before he could finish the front page story, however, he was 
interrupted. The newspapers had all been moved to Harry’s bedroom 
the afternoon before so that he would have easy access to them, but 
the other students would be unable to — accidentally or on purpose — 
interfere with his reading. Harry had gone straight back to his room 
after Transfigurations and had been sat on his bed reading for at 
least two hours when Albus found him. He walked in without saying 
anything and took a seat on the end of the bed, waiting for Harry to 
acknowledge his presence. It only took a moment for the him to finish 
the sentence and put the paper aside. 


“You’re not on the last papers already?” Albus asked in surprise, 
seeing the volume that now lay next to Harry’s leg. 


“No, | wasn’t finding much so | decided to skip ahead. l'Il go back 
and finish them all of course, | just thought maybe I’d find something 
important here.” Harry shrugged and looked a bit sheepish. 


“Quite all right to skip around a bit, if that’s how you like to do things. 
Just remember that sometimes a trend can be found in two or three 
day’s consecutive papers. Little details that don’t mean much on their 
own, but put together are important.” 


“| know,” Harry said. “I’m not really skipping around, just jumped 
ahead to this one paper. I'll do the rest in order.” 


“Good.” Albus stood up and took a step toward the door. “Come on, 
you’ve done enough for one day.” He had seen the stack of read 
newspapers on the other side of the bed and knew that Harry had 
already worked his way through almost a week’s worth. 


“Where are we going?” Harry stretched, took off his glasses and 
rubbed his eyes, yawned as though he hadn’t slept in a week and 
then finally got up from the bed. 


Albus gave him an amused look. “Perhaps | should be sending you to 
bed.” 


Harry smiled. “lIl get over it. Now that I’ve stopped reading, though, | 
could really use something to eat.” 


“Im glad to hear you say that, since you nearly missed supper. 
Come on,” he repeated, leading the way out of the room. 


Looking at his watch, Harry realized it was much later than he’d 
imagined. No wonder he was so hungry. Catching up to his father in 
the sitting room, Harry was almost knocked over when the door from 
the corridor opened unexpectedly. 


“So this is where you two are hiding,” Minerva said after she 
recovered from the surprise of almost walking directly into her 
husband and son. 


“I told you | was going to make sure Harry came downstairs to eat,” 
Albus reminded her. “You didn’t have to come looking for us.” 


“I wasn’t, actually,” she admitted. “I’d finished eating and decided 
that there was no time to be wasted just hanging around the Great 
Hall like I’ve nothing better to do.” 


Harry and Albus both knew immediately that someone or something 
had caused Minerva to leave the Great Hall before they arrived. 
Albus believed that she hadn’t been looking for the pair of them and 
suspected he knew just who it was that caused Minerva’s early 
departure. 


“Did he say something to you?” he asked. 


“No, yes, nothing of substance. Good evening, how are you...the 
usual meaningless prattle. How dare he come here and act as though 
nothing had happened, as though everything was perfectly normal 
and he hadn’t conspired with the Ministry against us!” 


Harry had been looking back and forth between his parents 
throughout this brief exchange and he hoped for his father’s sake that 
he had eaten already because Harry could tell by the look on his face 
that he wouldn't be leaving anytime soon. Catching Albus’ eye briefly, 
Harry slipped quietly out of the room to give his parents some privacy. 


Albus watched the door close behind Harry and then led Minerva to 
the couch. “Does his mere presence bother you that much?” he 
asked. 


“It’s not just his presence,” she tried to explain, “it’s the way he 
carries himself, the way he talks and acts with the rest of the staff. He 
acts as though he’s been here all his life, as if he has known us all for 
years and is perfectly at ease teaching the Defense classes. New 
professors aren't supposed to be that self-assured, that aloof. 
Especially not new professors who once accompanied the Minister to 
arrest the Headmaster!” 


“Or who nearly killed the Deputy Headmistress,” Albus added softly. 


“It all comes down to the same problem, though,” Minerva said after 
a pause. “He blindly followed Ministry orders designed to stop you 


and anyone associated with you no matter the cost. How can we trust 
him? It was the Ministry that sent him here again, he could be a spy 
for all we know. The new Minister still doesn’t trust you. In fact, that’s 
just why Dawlish is here, isn’t it. ‘In light of events last year, we feel it 
wise to post an Auror inside Hogwarts and since you need a Defense 
Against the Dark Arts professor what better cover,” Minerva quoted 
the Minister in mocking tones. “What he meant was that since we 
can’t keep the Death Eaters out of Hogwarts, he’s sent a Ministry 
lackey to watch over us.” 


“Is that really why he bothers you, my dear?” Albus asked. “Is it the 
idea that he may be here on a similar errand to that of two years ago, 
or that you can’t quite forgive him for that attack?” 


“It’s both,” Minerva admitted reluctantly. “I can’t quite trust him after 
all that happened in the past and | don’t like the way he’s made 
himself so comfortable here in just one day. He’s so damn sure of 
himself, just like Dolores was; | can’t help suspecting he’s had very 
specific instructions regarding his placement here. There’s also the 
small matter of having to remember, every time | look at him, waking 
up in hospital with no idea of what had happened to you or to the 
students, spending the summer dependent on that blasted walking 
stick, all the pain and the worry. He brings it all back just by being 
here.” 


Albus laid his hand over Minerva’s, which were busy abusing her 
tartan handkerchief, a sure sign she was trying to keep her emotions 
out of the conversation. 


“It's okay to be angry, and | know you’re worried as we all are, but | 
don’t want you to spend the entire year reliving the events of two 
years ago. Do you think it will pass as you get used to Dawlish being 
here, or shall we ask the Ministry to replace him?” 


“No, no. Don’t do that,” Minerva protested immediately. “That would 
be the worst thing to do. I’m sure PII get over it soon enough, it’s just 
been hard today. | thought | was prepared for his arrival, but thinking 
about something and experiencing it are often quite different.” 


“Truer words were never spoken,” Albus said. “Have you made work 
for yourself already today, or do you have time to join me in some 
dessert?” 


“That depends on what you had in mind,” Minerva returned with a 
smile, already feeling better for having been honest about her 
reservations regarding the newest staff member. 


“Well, | noticed some lovely custard tarts on the table downstairs 
and | believe there’s some of that mint chocolate ice cream you like 
so much left over from last night,” he smiled slowly, “or you could tell 
me I’ve been naughty and send me to bed without dessert.” 


“Im not really very hungry right now,” Minerva said. “Perhaps we 
can have some of that ice cream later?” 


“Later it is,” Alous agreed as they stood up and made their way into 
the bedroom. 


1 My apologies to Latin students if this is badly mangled. It’s intended 
to mean “lion’s tail.” 


Chapter 45: Of Maps and Broomsticks 


Within a few weeks, life at Hogwarts had settled into its usual rhythm. 
The first years were growing comfortable with the large castle and no 
longer found themselves lost and confused at every corner; 
homework was being piled on the seventh years in preparation for 
their N.E.W.T.s in June; Quidditch teams were vying over the best 
practice times on the pitch; inter-house duels were breaking out in the 
corridors; and house points were being won and lost by all students. 
Unfortunately, the usual rhythm had begun to include bad news 
splashed across the pages of the Daily Prophet each morning and a 
student bursting into tears over breakfast at least once a week after 
receiving bad news of his or her family. 


Despite the bad news and the occasional departure of a student who 
was needed at home, Hogwarts bravely soldiered on, preparing 
students for whatever future awaited them. Harry held his Quidditch 
trials on the first Friday of the term and was very pleased when Dean 
Thomas not only turned out, but flew exceptionally well and handled 
the Quaffle expertly. He played well with Ginny and Demelza too, 
which was important. A third year named Amelia also flew well and 
Harry asked her to join the team as a backup Chaser. She happily 
agreed, quite surprised to have done that well in her first attempt to 
join the team. Harry had little doubt that with some extra practice, the 
girl would be ready to take the pitch as a regular team member the 
next year. Part of him wished he’d still be around to see that, but he 
knew he could always come back on Saturdays to watch the games. 


He was starting to think more and more now about life after 
Hogwarts; wondering what it held in store for him and whether he 
would live to see it. Harry had told his parents two years ago that he 
wanted to train to become an Auror, or dark wizard catcher, but lately 
he wasn’t entirely sure that was a desirable life. He spent his entire 
afternoon one day pondering alternative choices for a career and 
trying to decide what would make him truly happy, should he have the 
luxury of selecting another course of study after Hogwarts. 


“Harry, are you with us mate?” Ron’s voice cut into Harry’s musings. 


“Oh, hi there. Is class over then?” 


“Been over for fifteen minutes,” Ron said. “We’ve been trying to talk 
to you for at least five. You coming to supper or what?” 


“Is it that late already?” Harry asked in surprise. “I could swear I’ve 
only been here for a few minutes.” 


“It’s been over three hours since we left you after lunch,” Ginny told 
him. “What have you been thinking about...Voldemort?” 


“In a way.” Harry supposed that really all his decisions had to do 
with Voldemort in some way or another. It was his history of chasing 
after and trying to stop the dark wizard that had attracted him to being 
an Auror in the first place, he reminded himself. “Let’s go eat, I’m 
starved.” He hoped to derail their questions until a later time when he 
understood his own thoughts better. 


Ron perked up at the mention of food and began leading the way 
down to the Great Hall. Hermione, however, gave Harry a suspicious 
and searching look, making him feel as though she knew what he’d 
been debating. Deciding to ignore her, Harry took Ginny by the hand 
and followed after Ron, leaving Hermione to bring up the rear and 
forcing her to keep her questions to herself. 


The newspapers were proving rather fruitless in the search for 
Horcruxes. Even those stories Harry and Albus had set aside for 
further inspection turned out to be red herrings more often than not. 
So, one day during the third week of classes, Harry copied a large 
scale map of the United Kingdom from the library and set about 
marking the locations of known Horcruxes. He also noted down the 
year in which they were most likely created and marked the locations 
of important places in Voldemort’s history. At first glance, there was 
little or no geographical assistance, but it was helpful to Harry to have 
everything represented visually. 


When he was finished, the map read: 


Hogwarts — chamber of secrets opened 1942 and 1992, diary created 
and destroyed c. same years (first horcrux) 


Riddle House — father and grandparents killed c. 1944 (possible 
creation of horcrux), home to Nagini (believed to be last horcrux) and 
Voldemort, murder of grounds keeper 1994 (creation of horcrux?) 


Malfoy Mannor — diary hidden there for years, other possessions? 


Gaunt Shack — ring stolen and hidden there c. 1944 (second horcrux), 
recovered and destroyed by dad 1996, original home of locket 


Cave by the Sea — locket hidden here (third horcrux), found by R.A.B. 
date unknown and fake locket substituted, cave was evil playground 
for young Riddle 


12 Grimmauld Place — real locket hidden here by R.A.B., found by 
Mundungus then dad 1996, destroyed 1997 (possible hiding place for 
other things?) 


Orphanage — birthplace of Riddle, tormented other children with 
amateur magic, learned to hate muggles 


Old Woman’s Home — owner of Hufflepuff’s cup and Slytherin’s locket, 
killed and robbed by Riddle c. 1945/46, house elf manipulated to take 
blame (horcruxes three and four, but where is four now?) 


Borgin and Burkes — Riddle worked here as a young man, how he 
met old woman (other leads to old magical items or hiding places?), 
disappeared after theft and was never heard from again till return as 
Voldemort 


Harry looked at his map and sighed. He had two Horcruxes left to find, 
one for which he wasn’t even certain what vessel Voldemort had 
used, not to mention the problem of trying to kill Nagini when he 
couldn’t even get close to her. He clenched his hands into fists and 
dropped his head down between them, elbows resting on his knees, 
and tried to force his mind to make a connection between something 
he already knew and the things he needed to uncover. The answer 
had to be there somewhere. 


“Wait a minute!” he suddenly shouted a few minutes later, jumping 
up out of his chair. “What if...” Harry began to pace back and forth 
across the rug in his parents’ sitting room, mumbling to himself as his 
idea began to take shape. 


Within the hour, he had covered two scrolls of parchment with notes, 
some of which made little sense in connection with each other, but all 
of which had helped him arrive at his conclusion. He couldn't wait to 
discuss the possibilities with his dad, but unfortunately Albus had 
been called away by the Ministry and might not return until the next 
morning. Grumbling at that bit of bad luck, Harry tucked the scrolls 
away in his bedroom where they couldn’t be disturbed and headed 
down to Quidditch practice. They had only one more week until the 
first game of the season, Gryffidor versus Slytherin as always, and 
Harry knew he needed to switch mental gears rapidly in order to get 
his team to the top of their game by a week from Saturday. 


Once on the pitch, he was all business, handing out constructive 
criticism and praise like a born team captain. He’d learned the year 
before how difficult it could be to lead the feisty Gryffindor Quidditch 
team, but he’d also learned just how to handle his players in order to 
get the best possible game from them. Everyone on the team was a 
skilled flyer and they all loved the game, so it wasn’t difficult to keep 
them interested. It also didn’t hurt that each one of them wanted to 
win the Quidditch Cup and especially to beat Slytherin, which helped 
with a sense of team unity and common purpose. In his second year 
as Captain, Harry was actually beginning to enjoy the job. 


Practice was excellent and the short walk Harry and Ginny took after 
practice was even better. For once, Harry fell into bed too exhausted 
to worry about Voldemort, Horcruxes, or his life after school. He was 
asleep almost the moment his head hit the pillow and didn’t wake 
until he was forced out of his dreams by two loud angry voices. 


“What’s going on?” he demanded, sitting up and pushing back the 
hangings on his bed. 


Harry saw Ron and Seamus standing in the middle of the room 
glaring daggers at each other, his own firebolt lay on the floor 
between their feet except for the piece of tail Seamus had in his hand. 
He looked back and forth between them, his silence demanding an 
explanation. 


“You left it out last night,” Seamus said weakly. “I just picked it up to 
have a look when Ron here tried to snatch it out of my hands. | didn’t 
mean to harm it. Harry, you know | want Gryffindor to win the cup as 
much as anyone else.” 


Ron turned to look at Harry, his face a mixture of sheepish 
embarrassment and anger. “I didn’t know what he wanted with it,” he 
defended himself. “| asked him to put it down and when he wouldn't, 
well, | thought I’d just make sure he did. | know how much you like 
your broom and since it was a gift from Sirius...” Ron trailed off, not 
certain how Harry would respond to the mention of his deceased 
godfather. 


Harry sighed and reached for his glasses and his wand. He 
summoned the broom from the floor and held out his hand to Seamus 
for the rest of it. “It can probably be fixed,” he said. “I'll take it to Aunt 
Ro later this morning.” 


It took both of his dorm mates a moment to figure out who he meant 
and then they both tried to speak at the same time. 


“If you can’t fix it,” Seamus began. 


“Can | help put it,” said Ron. Then he looked at Seamus and said, 
“You first.” 


“If you can’t fix it, I'll help you buy another one,” Seamus said, 
shuffling his bare feet on the floor. “I don’t have very much money, 
but I'll give you what | can...” 


“| don’t have any money,” Ron mumbled, “but if | can help you do 
the actual work to fix it, | will.” 


“Thank you both,” Harry said. “lIl keep that in mind once | find out 
just what has to be done and whether she'll ever fly the same again.” 


“No hard feelings?” Seamus asked, looking from Harry to Ron and 
back again. 


“Sure, mate.” Ron offered his hand and Seamus accepted. 


“It’s cool,” Harry assured them both. Then, deciding that sleep was 
lost forever, he left his broom lying on the bed and got up to face the 
day. 


After breakfast, Harry tracked down Madam Hooch in her office and 
asked her about the broom. 


“Sure, it'll fly again,” she said, “but you might not have the same 
hairpin precision on the turns anymore. That’s a significant chunk of 
twigs they pulled out.” She turned the broom over and over in her 
hands, inspecting the damage. 


“Would | be better off getting a new broom?” Harry hoped he 
wouldn't have to spend the money not only for a new broom, but also 
for rush delivery so that he would have it in time to practice before the 
big game. “I really want the Quidditch Cup this year.” 


The older witch laughed. “You and every other student in this school, 
Harry,” she said. “You don’t need a new broom. In fact, a rider less 
skilled than yourself probably wouldn’t ever notice a difference in the 
handling of this one. Just take it easy in practice for a couple of days 
till you get a feel for what she can and can’t do. | don’t think you'll 
have too much of a problem.” 


“| hope you're right,” Harry said miserably as he watched her mend 
the broken tail with a few quick spells. 


The next week flew by quickly and between homework and practices, 
Harry hardly had time to worry about the long list of notes he had 
made. Game day arrived before he knew it, dawning bright and clear 
— a perfect day for Quidditch. He’d finally got the hang of his slightly 


modified broom on Wednesday evening and by Saturday’s warm up 
flight had decided that it would still be good enough to catch the 
Snitch first. Slytherin’s new Seeker happened to be a poor flyer, so 
he hadn’t been overly concerned to begin with. He also wasn't overly 
fussed about what their game strategy would be, but had spent hours 
the night before reminding his team to watch out for illegal moves, 
fouls and malicious bludger attacks. For some reason, perhaps 
because they were the only seventh years on the team, Crabbe and 
Goyle were co-captaining the Slytherins. Harry was beginning to 
notice that after a few weeks without Draco’s rather demanding and 
demeaning guidance, the pair were functioning slightly better on their 
own. Unfortunately, they were still incredibly thick and still terrible 
bullies. 


Gryffindor took an early lead in the game and then fell victim to 
Slytherin’s various tricks and general dirty game play. Dean almost 
got knocked out by a bludger. Saved only by a dangerous swerve at 
the last moment, he didn’t quite manage to hold onto the Quaffle. 
Fortunately, Ginny was flying below him at the time and managed to 
recover the ball for their side, going on to score another ten points. 
Ten minutes later, one of the Slytherin Chasers purposefully ran into 
Ron as he carried the Quaffle toward the goal posts. He scored and 
left Ron with a badly and painfully bruised rib, but Madam Hooch had 
seen the whole thing and quickly flew in to lecture the offending 
player. Gryffindor retaliated the best way they knew how, by scoring 
three goals in the next fifteen minutes while blocking all Slytherin’s 
attempts to take control of the Quaffle. 


Harry’s search for the elusive Snitch became more frantic as he 
watched his teammates suffering more and more unnecessary 
attacks from the opposing team. Finally, nearly two hours into the 
game, he saw it hovering just below Ron’s ankle by the left goalpost. 
With nearly half the pitch between himself and the Slytherin Seeker, 
Harry knew he had the advantage. He heard the crowd roaring as he 
sped off down the pitch and saw the look of panic on Ron’s face as 
he barreled toward him as fast as his broom would go. The tiny ball 
zoomed around the goal posts in a serpentine fashion as Harry drew 
closer. He tried to cut a turn too sharply for his recently injured broom 
and the tail hit the bottom of the goal post with a sickening crack. 


Harry glanced back and saw that he’d left an impressive pile of twigs 
behind. His broom was still flying, but shakily. With the Slytherin 
Seeker gaining on him and his broom about to go out of control, 
Harry did the only thing he could. He lunged forward, throwing himself 
off his broom, and caught the Snitch on his way down. Luckily, he 
had only been a few feet off the ground and it didn’t hurt as much as 
it could have. He looked at the tiny golden wings struggling in his fist, 
the game was over. From somewhere far above, Harry heard the 
announcement: Gryffindor had won 310-150. It was one of the best 
games they'd ever played and there was nothing buy joy on 
everyone’s face as the rest of the team flew over to congratulate 
Harry on his catch while three-quarters of the stands jumped to their 
feet and cheered madly for the victory. Harry and Ginny shared a 
knowing smile when Hermione ran out onto the field and 
congratulated Ron on his flawless goal keeping. He winced, but 
grinned like an idiot when she threw her arms around his neck and 
hugged him hard. 


Minerva had jumped to her feet, reaching for Albus’ hand at the same 
time, when she saw Harry’s desperate jump for the Snitch. When 
they saw him get up, grinning and waving his fist in the air, she sat 
back down with a relieved sigh. 


“Look how happy they all are,” Albus said, gesturing around the 
stands. “I wish they could always be like this, so carefree and 
childlike. School children aren’t supposed to be afraid for their lives 
and worried about their families.” He sighed. 


“I know.” Minerva squeezed his hand and turned to look at him. “l 
wish they could all be happy all the time as well. It seems so long ago 
now since we didn’t have to go to bed each night wondering what 
destruction would come to pass as we slept, whether the words we 
spoke to someone might be the last ever exchanged.” 


Albus’ thumb traced back and forth across the back of Minerva’s 
hand. “Soon this will all be over. Harry’s making progress with the 
Horcruxes already. We may be going out next week to see if we can 
locate one.” 


Minerva’s heart skipped a beat at those words. She knew it was 
necessary, but she hated it when Albus left school to do something 
dangerous and now that Harry was going along with him it worried 
her twice as much. She hated being left behind with no idea where 
they had gone, what they were doing, or if they'd ever be back. It was 
torture for a born worrier like herself. 


“Im sorry we can’t share more with you,” Albus said quietly, as 
though he’d read her thoughts. “It’s for your own safety that | don't 
want you to know what we get up to when we leave Hogwarts. Also, it 
protects Harry and | just in case someone did get to you with the 
means of making you speak up. Or reading your mind,” he added, 
thinking about Voldemort. 


“Yes, but Albus, if anyone was able to get to me here in the school, 
they would believe | had the information whether | did or not. | don't 
think I’m any safer for not knowing. The bit about protecting the two of 
you makes more sense. | suppose that if someone did manage to get 
to me and use Veritaserum it’s better that | don’t have anything to 
tell...” 


“It does protect you, my dear,” he countered. “If anything should 
happen to Harry and | and we were delayed or didn’t return at all, | 
don’t want you coming after us only to meet the same end. If you 
don’t know where we are, then you have to remain safe at Hogwarts 
until the Aurors or the Order find us. | need you to be protected no 
matter what else may happen.” 


“Please, don’t talk like that.” Minerva fought back the tears that were 
burning behind her eyes. She couldn't cry here in front of the whole 
school, not when everyone was so happy. “Anyway, if something 
happens to the two of you, my life will be meaningless. How do you 
think | would feel locked up here where it’s so safe with the two of you 
out there getting yourselves killed to protect the rest of us?” 


“I'm sorry.” Albus shifted her hand into his left and wrapped his right 
arm around her shoulders. “I didn’t mean to upset you, especially not 
right after a Gryffindor victory. Shall we go for a little walk?” 


Minerva nodded, she wanted to get away from the crowds and have 
some quiet time to think, yet she didn’t want to be completely alone. 
She knew Albus would respect her need for silence while keeping her 
company as they walked around the lake in what was left of the dying 
autumn sun. 


While a post-game party raged in Gryffindor Tower and the Slytherin 
team sat in their dungeon plotting revenge, Albus and Minerva 
walked hand-in-hand around the expansive lake that covered a large 
portion of the Hogwarts grounds. For a long time, neither spoke, both 
content to soak up the last of the days warmth while thinking about 
everything that had happened recently and all that was likely to 
happen in the near future. Neither knew how they would come out of 
this, what friends they would lose, even what might happen to their 
son, but they both knew they would willingly die to save those they 
loved and that they would do all it took to see this nightmare to its end. 


After they'd been walking for quite some time, Albus stopped and 
turned Minerva to face him. He was surprised and saddened to find 
her eyes moist with tears. 


“My dear, what’s wrong?” he asked. 


She shook her head and tried to step out of his grasp, but Albus’ 
hands tightened on her shoulders and he refused to let her go. 


“I was just wondering how many more opportunities there would be 
to spend time with you like this,” she admitted, unable to look him in 
the eyes. 


Albus drew her into a tight embrace and rubbed her back with his 
undamaged hand. “Don’t think like that, Minerva,” he said. “There’s a 
very good chance we'll both live through this war. We’ve survived 
everything else so far and now we're nearing the end. Can’t you feel 
it? There’s too much chaos, it can’t be contained or supported for 
much longer. | Know in my heart that the end will come soon.” 


Her words were muffled against his robes, but Albus understood 
them. “I hope so.” Only her voice didn’t sound hopeful at all. 


Chapter 46: The Unused Horcrux 


In the weeks following the Quidditch match, Albus and Harry spent 
hours pouring over Harry’s notes in addition to the newspaper articles 
and the few details they knew of Tom Riddle’s life both before and 
after he became Lord Voldemort. Albus could find nothing 
intellectually wrong with Harry’s ideas, but something told him they 
were looking down the wrong path. He tried to open his mind, almost 
certain that they were right under his nose if only he could get his 
thoughts in the proper order. 


“ Youve told me several times how much Voldemort liked 
Hogwarts,” Harry said one night. “How he seemed drawn to it. D’you 
think he might have left one of the Horcruxes hidden here 
somewhere? In the Chamber of Secrets perhaps, or in the Room of 
Requirement. It could become anything he wanted and without 
knowing the proper thing to ask it for, no one else could get into the 
same space.” Harry knew this from his experience with Draco the 
previous year. “He could have counted on it remaining hidden there 
forever, or on the curse taking care of anyone who found it by 
accident.” 


Albus thought for a long moment before answering Harry, his long 
fingers tented in a familiar gesture of concentration. “That’s possible,” 
he agreed. “However, before we go tearing up the school or trying to 
enter the chamber, | think we should exhaust all other possibilities. 
Don’t forget the effect it would have on your fellow students if word 
got around that Voldemort had left a piece of his soul hidden 
somewhere in this castle.” 


Harry began pacing back and forth in front of the fireplace. Albus 
himself often traveled across the well-worn carpet in much the same 
manner and recognized it as an excellent way to focus one’s thinking. 
Minutes passed unheeded as both father and son found themselves 
deep in thought. Finally, Harry sat down again wearily. 


“Perhaps we should call it a night,” Albus suggested. “A good night’s 
sleep may be the best solution to our current troubles.” 


“All right,” Harry agreed reluctantly. “Hang on. Do you remember 
what you told me last year about the night Voldemort came to kill me 
and failed? You said that he probably would have planned to make 
the final Horcrux that night and that since he failed you believe he 
used the snake Nagini more recently to complete the set of six.” 


Albus nodded. “Yes, | remember. Do you now find fault with my 
logic?” 


“No, of course not. But if Voldemort were going to make a Horcrux 
the night he attacked my parents and myself, wouldn’t he have had to 
take it with him? What if he left something there that night? It would 
be valuable, but completely useless to him or to us. Shouldn’t we 
make sure we're not searching around for some forgotten item? What 
happened to the house? | remember the news articles saying it was 
mostly destroyed, but no one ever said what happened after that. 
Was it torn down, rebuilt, is the rubble still there?” Harry’s eyes 
gleamed with a fresh excitement as his mind slowly unraveled the 
possibility that one of the items on their list was lying forgotten 
somewhere, perhaps buried in someone's garden by a neighborhood 
dog. 


Albus considered Harry’s new idea for a moment before saying slowly, 
“Yes, that’s a definite possibility. It’s also possible he had time to 
make the Horcrux, but not to curse it or hide it as he had planned. | 
think maybe you and | should pay a visit to Godric’s Hollow sometime 
soon.” 


“Is...is it still there?” Harry couldn’t quite decide how he felt about a 
visit to the home where he was born and in which his birth parents 
died. Part of him wanted to see it and part of him was afraid it would 
be too difficult, too real. 


“In a manner of speaking, yes. The property and remainder of the 
house technically passed to you upon the death of James and Lily, 
and as it’s unplottable and Muggles cannot see the house | felt it best 
to just leave things as they were until you were old enough to make 
the decisions about how to handle the estate.” 


Harry’s voice was flat and weary with shock when he spoke next. 
“You mean all this time lve owned the house and you never 
mentioned it? That makes two houses I’ve inherited now and | don’t 
think | want either one of them.” 


“None the less, they may both be useful to you before all this is over. 
Now, let’s go to bed. We'll plan a trip for early next week, but all of 
that can be discussed tomorrow.” 


It took Albus and Harry very little time to make the preparations for 
their trip to Godric’s Hollow. They would travel late at night, under 
cover of darkness as well as invisibility; Bill Weasley and Tonks 
would be stationed near by in case the two needed help quickly, but 
they wouldn’t know the purpose of the errand. 


“And lm to stay here and take care of the school, | suppose?” 
Minerva asked wearily when Albus told her they were going. 


“My dear, you know that’s the most important task in all of this. 
We've always put Hogwarts and the students first in our lives. | 
wouldn’t trust them to anyone else.” 


“I know.” She sighed, unwilling and unable to have the same old 
discussion yet again. “Just promise me you'll be careful.” 


“You know | always am.” When Albus saw the sad and worried look 
on her face, he took Minerva in his arms and whispered “I promise” 
before kissing her tenderly. 


They left just before midnight on the thirtieth of October, promising to 
be home by dawn. Minerva didn’t like the idea of them leaving the 
castle so close to Halloween. It seemed that disaster always chose 
that particular day on which to strike lately and she didn’t want her 
family scattered about the country if anything should happen. 
Heedless of her warnings, Albus and Harry set out at the appointed 
time, confident that nothing would go wrong. 


Leaving Harry under his invisibility cloak, Alous met with Bill and 
Tonks just outside the little village where Harry had been born. He 


gave them their instructions without revealing the nature or intent of 
the mission and had them each take a post on either side of the 
house to watch for signs of distress. He then lead Harry carefully 
through the dark to the Potters’ home. It still looked just as it had 
sixteen years ago when Hagrid rescued Harry and took him to Surrey. 


Some of the windows were blown out and one entire corner of the 
first floor had fallen in on itself. When they entered the house, Harry 
realized that the damage was much more extensive than it looked 
from outside. The area just past the front door and the staircase had 
been hit especially hard. From his father’s battle with Voldemort, 
Harry surmised. Paint had pealed off the wall and the hardwood 
floors were rotting, no doubt due to the rain and snow having free 
reign of the house for years. 


“Careful on the stairs,” Alous cautioned as he began to climb slowly 
upwards. 


Harry braced himself, not quite sure what to expect once they 
reached the top of the stairs. It dawned on him after a moment that 
the room with the most damage must have been his nursery and his 
grip on his wand tightened as they prepared to enter it. 


The first sight to meet his eyes was his cot, remarkably intact given 
the state of the rest of the house. This room had certainly suffered the 
most damage, there were collapsed bookshelves and a bit of the 
ceiling was missing which had caused the roof and attic to fall down 
into the nursery. Albus watched silently as Harry surveyed the 
damage before turning his attention to the cot. Harry’s hands ran 
absently over the wooden bars as he tried to imagine himself, just 
over a year old, sat in the tiny bed with no idea what was going on 
around him and yet somehow surviving. A shiver ran over his back 
and he shook himself out of his reverie. 


“Let’s have a look around,” Harry suggested, sounding braver than 
he felt at the moment. 


They began carefully sifting through the rubble, neither of them sure 
what to look for or whether they would find it. Minutes turned into 


hours as they searched, finding many objects of interest but none that 
seemed to be the right one. Finally, out of desperation, Harry tried a 
summoning spell, beginning with the first object on his list of 
Horcruxes yet to be found. 


“Accio Helga Hufflepuff’s cup,” he thought, holding out his wand. 


To his great shock, the engraved silver cup he’d seen in the Pensieve 
several months ago came flying through the air into his hand. He 
looked at his father, stunned. 


“Why didn’t we think of that hours ago?” Albus wondered. 


Harry shrugged. “I didn’t think it would work since we didn't really 
know what to summon. Did you see where this was before it flew up 
here? It looked like it came from beneath the stairs.” 


“I think you're right and may | suggest we go see what else may be 
down there?” 


Shrinking the cup and tucking it in his pocket, Harry carefully followed 
Albus back down the stairs to inspect the ground floor rubble. After a 
short time, they decided there was nothing more they needed from 
the house and that it would be best to get back to Hogwarts before 
the sun rose. Unfortunately, they wouldn’t be able to make the trip as 
planned. 


Halloween dawned cold and rainy at Hogwarts and remained so 
throughout the day. In between lessons, Minerva oversaw the 
preparations for the feast that night. She’d always found the 
Halloween feast to be a bit unnecessary, but Albus always said it was 
a good time to let the children blow off some steam. Coming 
approximately halfway between the start of term and the winter 
holidays, he felt that making an event out of Halloween would give 
the children not only the chance to indulge their sweet tooth, but also 
an excuse to take the evening away from their studies to just enjoy 
each others company. So, she made it her day’s mission to oversee 
the meal the way Albus would have done. 


When there was no sign of Albus or Harry by suppertime, though, she 
began to worry. Albus had assured her that this would be a short trip. 
They knew exactly where they were going and what they wanted to 
find and expected no interference, he’d said. Minerva tried to console 
herself with the thought that if anything had happened she’d have had 
some news by now, but still she found it difficult to enjoy the feast or 
even to eat while she wondered where they had gone. 


Her worry escalated to near paralyzing levels when the dessert 
course of the Halloween feast was suddenly interrupted by the 
entrance of dozens of mail owls. Owls of all colors and sizes 
swooped about the Great Hall, dropping letters and packages onto 
the laps and plates of various students, but it wasn’t until a special 
evening edition of The Daily Prophet landed on top of Minerva’s 
lemon pie that she was startled into action. A quick glance at the 
headlines was all she had time for before the hall erupted into chaos. 


MULTIPLE FIRES, DESTROYED HOMES, BELIEVED TO BE 
WORK OF YOU-KNOW-WHO 


Minerva stood and pointed her wand toward the ceiling. A quick 
explosion from the end of her wand recalled the attention of the 
curious and worried students. 


“Prefects, kindly lead your houses back to the common rooms. | will 
have the house elves send up the remaining food so that you may 
continue the feast. | will also ask the staff to please remain in the 
Great Hall for a few minutes, after which time they will be available in 
their offices to meet with any students who feel the need to discuss 
tonight’s news. You are all dismissed, please proceed quietly to the 
dormitories.” 


She watched the students leave, careful to show no outward signs of 
worry until the hall was empty, then turned to the rest of the staff with 
a look of grim determination. 


“Is Dumbledore back yet?” asked Filius Flitwick, the diminutive 
Charms professor. 


“Not to my knowledge.” Minerva hoped she didn’t sound as uneasy 
as she felt. “I feel that the school is safe for tonight, but | will ask the 
heads of house to please check on their students and all teachers to 
be available between now and curfew to students who may wish to 
confide their worries.” 


Everyone nodded his or her agreement and broke off into twos and 
threes for quiet discussion of the very rare evening edition of the 
paper as they left the Great Hall. 


Poppy Pomfrey quietly hung back from the others and waited for 
Minerva. “Did Albus take Harry this time?” the mediwitch whispered. 


Minerva nodded, letting her guard down long enough for her old 
friend to see the worry in her green eyes. 


Poppy squeezed Minerva’s arm. “I’m sure they’re all right. They both 
know how to take care of themselves. Besides, if anything had 
happened, someone would have heard by now.” 


“I know you're right, but | can’t help worrying. They were supposed 
to be home ages ago.” 


“Perhaps Albus felt it safest to wait out the danger where ever they 
were rather than traveling.” 


Minerva shook her head. “No, if | Know them at all, they went to fight, 
or at least to help those who've been attacked.” 


After a few more reassuring words from Poppy, the women went their 
separate ways. Poppy hurried back to the hospital wing to ensure she 
had a good supply of dreamless sleep potion in case the news gave 
any of the younger children nightmares, while Minerva took up 
residence in her office to meet with those students who might need 
her. 


While Minerva was at Hogwarts keeping panic at bay and answering 
the questions of students and staff alike, Alous and Harry had indeed 
gone to aid in the defense against Voldemort’s Death Eaters. 


When they rejoined Bill at his station, he informed them of the 
breaking news. The Death Eaters had attacked the family of the 
Senior Undersecretary to the Minister for Magic and it looked very 
much like there would be more attacks soon. The three men 
summoned Tonks and then set off for the new Order headquarters. 
Arthur Weasley reported in from the Ministry several times throughout 
the day and those Order members not involved at either Hogwarts or 
the Ministry were informed of the situation and brought to 
headquarters. Those members already gathered at headquarters 
carefully traveled to the available others and slowly spread the word. 
As the sun began to set in late afternoon, the Order regrouped and 
prepared to do battle against the Death Eaters. 


Within minutes, they had news of more attacks on high-ranking 
Ministry employees and their families. Albus tried to send Harry back 
to Hogwarts, but he refused to go, insisting that he would be more 
useful by staying with the Order. So, they all carefully set out to try 
and help people defend themselves. 


Unfortunately, as they couldn’t get definite information on the Death 
Eaters’ movements, it was something like going on a wild goose 
chase for the Order members. They managed to capture a few of 
Voldemort’s followers and turn them over to the Aurors, but weren't 
as successful as they’d hoped in sparing people’s homes and families 
from destruction. By the time the sun rose on the first of November, 
eight people had been killed and another two reported missing. 


After giving instructions to the rest of the Order, Albus finally took 
Harry home. He knew that Minerva would be worried and wondered if 
news of the attacks had arrived at Hogwarts yet. There hadn't been 
time to notice the evening paper and he hoped to beat the morning 
edition to the school. 


They apparated to the school gates and quietly slipped upstairs to the 
suite of rooms they all called home, expecting to find Minerva just 
waking to begin the day. Instead, they found her curled up asleep on 
the couch, still in her robes from the day before with dark circles 
under her eyes and a troubled look on her face. 


“We should have sent her a letter,” Harry whispered, experiencing a 
pang of guilt for causing her to worry. 


“It wasn’t safe.” 


Albus knew that Minerva had grown used to his lengthy absences 
and non-communication when away from the school, but he also 
knew how much she worried and it hurt him to see the physical signs 
of her troublesome night. He crossed to the couch and knelt down, 
taking her hand in both of his and preparing to wake her, but the 
newspaper lying across her stomach caught his attention. Albus let 
go of Minerva and quickly read the article, his expression growing 
even more sad. 


“No wonder she didn’t sleep,” he whispered. 


Giving the paper to Harry, Albus very carefully and gently levitated 
Minerva from the couch into the bedroom. With a few simple flicks of 
his wand, her robes became a nightgown and her long dark locks 
were released from the tight bun Minerva always wore. Albus 
smoothed the covers up over her and touched her face gently with his 
good hand, taking a seat beside her on the bed. 


Minerva stirred and her eyes fluttered open. “Albus, is it really you?” 
“Shh, go back to sleep, love. It’s really me. Harry and | are both 
home safely and we can tell you were awake for most of the night. 
Today is Saturday, so you just sleep as long as necessary.” 
“Im so glad you’re home. | was so worried.” Minerva sat up and 
wrapped her arms around Albus’ neck, needing to assure herself that 
he was really there and not a dream. 


He returned her embrace before kissing her tenderly and trying to 
force her to lie back down. 


“Where is Harry?” Minerva protested. 


“Im here, Mum.” Harry entered the room and crossed to her side. 
“Everything is all right, please get some sleep.” 


Minerva reached out and squeezed both their hands. “Don’t you ever 
do that to me again. Either of you!” 


Before she could say anything more, Minerva’s body relaxed and her 
eyes closed again. Her hands slowly slipped away from Albus’ and 
Harry’s as she fell into a much needed sleep. 


Albus kissed her cheek and then motioned Harry out of the room. 
They had to inspect the cup they’d found at Godric’s Hollow and 
Albus needed to check on the students and staff after last night’s 
upset. 

A/N: Many apologies for the delay in updating. Real life and all. I'll try 
to do better next time, but no promises. Also, many many thanks to 
those of you still reading and reviewing. 


Chapter 47: Discovery and Loss 


It was two weeks after Halloween when Harry and Albus were 
interrupted by a surprise visit from Bill Weasley. They'd been 
discussing the meaning of finding one of their suspect items had not 
been used as a Horcrux, when the door to the headmaster’s office 
opened to admit a grim looking Bill. Albus motioned him to a chair, 
but the young man stood until he had delivered his news. 


“We found Draco and Narcissa.” A long pause. “Unfortunately, 
Voldemort got to them first.” 


Harry broke the ensuing silence. “They’re not...” 


“I’m afraid so, Harry. The French Ministry had a time trying to 
identify them. Madame Maxime heard that they had two unidentified 
British Wizards at the Ministry and contacted us. Tonks went down 
and confirmed that it was the Malfoys. She flooed me from Paris to 
find out if we needed her to do anything else before coming home. 
Technically, as she’s family, she could claim the bodies.” 


Albus’ fingers came together in a familiar tented gesture as he stared 
off into space, a look of deep sadness on his face. “No,” he said 
decisively, startling Harry and Bill out of their thoughts. “Tell her to get 
home right away. It could be dangerous to interfere any further. She 
may already be in danger.” 


Bill was on his feet and headed for the door almost immediately. “TIl 
go and escort her home myself.” 


The door closed behind him before anyone could answer. 


Albus got up and stood looking out the window, his back to the room, 
clearly distracted. Harry waited for a few tense moments and then 
silently left the office to seek out his friends. He knew they would 
want to hear this news. 


The murder of Draco and Narcissa Malfoy was reported as a small 
blurb, buried deep in the Daily Prophet nearly a week after Bill’s visit 


to Hogwarts. Under instructions from Albus, the Order never 
investigated the incident further, but everyone had his or her own 
personal theory about whether Voldemort himself killed them or left 
the job to someone else. 


Front page news the next week, however, was a lengthy article 
complete with pictures detailing the discovery of Olivander’s body in 
the workroom of his shop. The Aurors responded to the sighting of 
the Dark Mark hovering in the air over the wandmaker’s shop in 
Diagon Alley and found the body after a thorough search. 


“Whatever it was You-Know-Who wanted Olivander to do, he must 
have finally finished,” Ron surmised as they all read the paper over 
breakfast. 


“I think | know what he wanted,” Harry said grimly. He pushed his 
plate aside and set his wand on the table. “I just wish there was a 
way to be sure.” 


“What're you —“ 


Ron was cut off by Hermione’s gasp. “Of course! | should have 
realized it months ago. Voldemort changed his wand core so that he 
can duel with Harry.” 


Harry nodded. “I’m almost certain that’s why they kidnapped 
Olivander. Whatever Voldemort used probably has very powerful 
connections with dark magic. | just wonder what took so long.” 


“They could have killed Olivander months ago and only just decided 
to let him be found,” Ginny suggested. “Or maybe he refused to do 
the job and they finally tortured him into agreement.” 


“Whatever happened, we'll probably never know for sure. We won't 
even know if he did change his wand core until the next time | have to 
fight him.” 


The other three all shuddered at the thought of Harry doing battle with 
Voldemort again. They all knew it had to happen and probably soon, 


but none of them wanted to think of their best friend facing off against 
the most evil wizard in decades. 


Over the next few weeks, thoughts of Voldemort’s new wand core 
plagued Harry’s mind nearly constantly. Gryffindor won their 
Quidditch match against Hufflepuff and his few courses were piling on 
the assignments, but Harry was never quite certain how he got 
through it all with a dozen other thoughts occupying his mind. He had 
also been puzzling over the non-Horcrux and what other object could 
have been used. He had been so sure that his father was correct 
about the cup. It made perfect sense that Tom Riddle would use an 
ancient and valuable artifact belonging to one of their world’s most 
famous witches as part of his quest for immortality and infamy, but 
now they would have to find another object of enough importance and 
notoriety to appeal to Riddle’s ego. 


It wasn’t until the second Hogsmeade trip of the year that Harry finally 
realized the answer. Climbing back up the hill toward the school, 
scarves pulled up to shield their faces from the wind and snow, Harry 
and his friends unconsciously paused at the spot where just over a 
year ago they had witnessed Katie Bell suffering the effects of a 
cursed opal necklace. A look of utter astonishment dawned on 
Harry’s face and he took off toward the castle at a run, leaving his 
friends puzzled and slow to finally follow. 


After looking in several places, Ron, Hermione, and Ginny finally 
found Harry in the library, pouring over a large and ancient book. It’s 
bindings were loose and pages, all but falling out of the book, were 
threatening to turn into so much dust if not handled very gently. It was 
a biography of Rowena Ravenclaw, one of Hogwarts four founders, 
and Harry was intently studying the pages which held ink 
reproductions of various portraits of the famous witch. 


“Harry, there you are!” Hermione cried in exasperation. “We've only 
searched half the castle for you.” 


“Why’d you run away like that and what are you doing with those 
pictures?” Ron asked. 


Ginny, meanwhile, stepped quietly to Harry’s side and joined him in 
looking over the portraits on two facing pages. Harry hadn’t bothered 
answering any of their questions and was frowning, deep in 
concentration. He pointed out the necklace Rowena wore in one 
image and looked up at Ginny with a question in his eyes. 


“Does that look familiar to you?” 


She squinted at the fading ink, her face a mask of concentration, as 
Ron and Hermione pushed their way to the table and looked on as 
well. 


It was Hermione who finally put the pieces together, remembering 
where they had been just before Harry’s disappearing act. “You don’t 
really think...?” 


“| don’t know!” Harry exclaimed. “It’s so hard to tell from this picture. 
| thought I’d seen a larger version of this portrait or a similar one 
somewhere once, but | can’t find it now. It would be so much easier if 
this were larger and in color.” 


“Why not ask your parents?” Ron suggested. “If its here in the 
castle, they’ll remember it.” 


After a few more moments of studying the picture, they used a 
chocolate frog card as a bookmark and all trooped off to the 
headmaster’s office, hoping Albus would have the answer they 
wanted. 


Meanwhile, Albus was having a frantic day, trying to answer all the 
owls from the Ministry, the Board of Governors, parents, and Order 
members. He was beginning to feel his age and had spent the better 
part of the past quarter hour wondering which he needed worst: a 
potion for his headache, or one for the joints in his hand which were 
cramped and throbbing from holding a quill all morning. It was 
actually a welcome distraction when the four wild-eyed teenagers 
barged into his office after only a perfunctory knock. 


He looked up at them curiously, a hint of the familiar twinkle coming 
back to his weary blue eyes. “May | help you?” he asked with a grin. 


“Sorry, are you busy?” Harry stepped forward slowly, only just 
having realized that his own excitement didn’t necessarily mean it 
was a good time. 


“Nothing that can’t wait,” Albus assured the students, beckoning 
them all forward. 


Harry laid the open tome on the desk and pointed out the portrait in 
question. “Haven't | seen the full version of this somewhere, or one 
very much like it?” 


Albus slowly cleaned his half-moon glasses with his purple 
handkerchief, all of his initials embroidered in gold along one side, 
and studied the picture for some time before answering. 


“You have an excellent memory, Harry. There is a portrait almost 
identical to this one on the way to the Ravenclaw dormitory. Would 
anyone care to tell an old man what the excitement is all about?” 


Harry quickly filled Albus in on his new speculation and suggested 
they all go have a look at the portrait straight away. However, Albus 
believed it would be better if the students went alone, so as not to 
raise too many eyebrows. He promised to go and have a look on his 
own later in the day, and told them to be casual as they studied the 
painting. 


Several Ravenclaw students passed by Harry and his friends as they 
made their way toward the tower and they received many suspicious 
looks and even a threat from one seventh year while grouped around 
the portrait. They managed to ignore the taunts and stares and 
concentrated on their agenda. 


The portrait of Rowena Ravenclaw hung on the wall opposite the 
entrance to the dormitory, it was large and well preserved being far 
from the windows and out of the damaging sunlight. Harry raised his 
lighted wand toward the top of the picture and studied it closely. Even 


in a painting that was hundreds of years old, power and intelligence 
showed in Rowena’s eyes and the students could tell she was once a 
formidable witch. Nestled at the base of her neck, just above the lacy 
collar of her robes, was the object of their search. A necklace of 
beautiful gems, which had certainly been worth more than most 
people could have imagined at the time of its creation. 


“Opals,” Hermoine breathed, her dark eyes opened wide as she 
looked over Harry’s shoulder. 


Harry nodded grimly. “Does it look the same to you? | wish | had the 
necklace here to make a better comparison.” 


“Whatever happened to it?” 


“I don’t know, actually,” Harry admitted. “I wrapped it in my scarf and 
gave it to Mum once we were back in the castle. | always assumed 
she handed it over to Dad, but as he didn’t mention it just now | have 
no idea what he did with it.” 


“How did Malfoy end up with it if it's the one?” Ron asked. 


“Maybe Lucius had it, like the diary, but | have a feeling it came from 
somewhere else. Didn’t you tell me you saw Draco coming out of 
Knockturn Alley last August?” 


“Yeah, but | don’t see what that —” 


Ginny cut her brother off, “You think he got the necklace at Borgin 
and Burkes?” 


“Why not?” Harry asked. “We know Tom Riddle worked there when 
he was just out of Hogwarts. The way | understand it, that shop is full 
of dark and cursed objects. He could have put it right on display with 
a big warning that it was horribly cursed and counted on it to just sit 
there till he needed it.” 


“That sounds a bit daft,” Ron protested. 


“Not daft,” Harry corrected, “arrogant, though perhaps a bit short 
sighted.” He looked around the corridor and beckoned his friends into 
a far corner. “Voldemort never expected to be defeated sixteen years 
ago. He expected to take over our world, to become more powerful 
and more feared than anyone in history, with no one to stop him. Also, 
he’s so satisfied with his own cunning and power that he tends to 
neglect potential problems and other people’s cleverness and 
strength. | have a feeling that he thought anything he cursed and 
protected should stay where he put it no matter who might go looking. 
But now we know he’s been bested at least three times, four if Draco 
bought the necklace.” 


“Let’s go back to the common room,” Ginny suggested quietly. 


Several Ravenclaw students were making their way back up the 
corridor toward the entrance of the dormitory and she didn’t want to 
be overheard and felt they could do without any further suspicion of 
their motives, which standing around whispering would certainly 
Cause. 


“But | want to ask Professor Dumbledore —“ 


“Shh!” Hermione cut Ron off mid-sentence and gestured for him to 
be quiet until they reached the safety of their own dormitory. 


Later that day, Harry was able to talk with his father about the latest 
developments. Albus agreed that the opal necklace which had injured 
Katie Bell the year before was quite possibly the same one Rowena 
Ravenclaw had owned, but whether it had ever been used by 
Voldemort they couldn't yet say. 


“Yes, but where is it?” Harry asked again. “If we had it, couldn't we 
find out whether it was a Horcrux or not, like we did with the locket 
and the cup?” 


“It may have been possible if | had thought to test it when first it fell 
into our hands. Now, though, it’s difficult to say what state the 
necklace may be in or even if we can recover it.” 


“What do you mean recover it? Was it stolen?” 


“No, no, of course not. | had to hand it over to the Ministry because 
of Katie’s accident. They wanted to do their own tests to determine 
what sort of curse had been placed on the piece and for what 
purpose. | feel safe in saying that no one believed Mr. Malfoy had 
cursed the necklace himself.” 


“Do you know if he got it from Borgin and Burkes?” Harry asked. 


“Oh, yes. That was a very astute guess, Harry. Once word got 
around, a few people reported seeing a similar opal necklace on 
display there and eventually Mr. Borgin admitted to having sold the 
item in question, though he would not say to whom. Seems they’d 
had it for nearly fifty years. No one wanted it after a widely circulated 
report, through the darker members of our society that is, of a young 
man who'd touched the opals and gone mad. Said he had a terrible 
vision and that was all the explanation anyone ever got. 


If it is indeed a Horcrux as you suspect, then this is perhaps the 
greatest example of Voldemort’s arrogance and self-congratulation 
I've ever seen. To hide something this valuable to him in plain sight 
seems careless even for him.” 


“Maybe he meant to hide it better at a later time and never had a 
chance, or wanted to watch people touching it and going mad. That 
seems the sort of cruel thing he might laugh at.” 


“Perhaps,” Albus agreed quietly. “We shall probably never know for 
certain.” 


“Do you think we can get it back from the Ministry, or will they have 
destroyed it?” 


“More likely they locked it up somewhere. If they were wise, it’s in 
the Department of Mysteries and kept well away from curious minds 
and idle hands. | have a friend or two within the Ministry yet, and it 
may be time to call in favour.” 


With these murmured and not entirely encouraging words, Albus 
seemed to be dismissing Harry. It was growing late, so Harry 
reluctantly left the headmaster’s office and made his way to 
Gryffindor Tower, where his friends were eagerly awaiting news. 
Harry was just as disappointed not to have much to tell them as they 
would be to hear what happened. 


Chapter 48: The Department of Mysteries 


Two days after their discovery about the necklace, Harry and his 
friends were accosted on their way to Quidditch practice by Order 
members Tonks and Kingsly Shacklebolt. 


“Wotcher, Harry!” Tonks hailed from across the lawns. 


“What are you two doing here?” he asked once the two Aurors had 
caught them up. 


“We're taking you three, and Hermione if she’s free, on a field trip to 
the Department of Mysteries. Seein’ as how Ron and Hermione are 
interested in jobs there,” she said with a wink. 


“Interested in a job...at the Department of Mysteries?” Ron was truly 
mystified. 


Harry, on the other hand, understood immediately. “Brilliant! How’d 
you manage it so fast?” 


“lve got a few friends in the department and they agreed to let a 
very small group of serious students in to certain rooms only,” Kingsly 
explained in his deep calm voice. 


“FIL just go find Hermione then,” Ron offered, turning back to the 
castle. 


“No need, here she comes,” Ginny interrupted. “But Tonks, you said 
Ron and Hermione were interested in working there. Why are Harry 
and | going as well?” 


“Somebody’s got to do the distracting and the thieving,” she laughed. 
“Why do you think we’re going at the end of the day?” 


By the time Hermione had joined them and the explanation had been 
given yet again, Harry had managed to lock up their brooms in the 
storage shed near the Quidditch pitch and they were all ready to go. 
They had to take a portkey as Ginny was still underage for apparition, 


and Harry steeled himself for the stomach turning ride, closing his 
eyes tightly and trying to think of anything else. 


To his surprise, Harry only stumbled a bit and didn’t fall when the 
portkey brought them to a stop in the main entrance of the Ministry for 
Magic. He managed to catch Hermione as she pitched forward 
toward the Fountain of Magical Brethren. She was the only one of 
them who'd not been inside the Ministry before and they all waited a 
few moments while she looked around in awe. 


“Kingsly!” boomed a deep friendly voice from the other side of the 
fountain. “I see you’ve brought our students just in time. Which of you 
are coming with us, then?” 


Ron and Hermione stepped forward to be introduced to the wizard 
from the Department of Mysteries. He didn’t look at all like Harry had 
expected. He’d been prepared for a serious, bookish sort of person, 
but Kingsly’s friend was very much like Kingsly and the other Aurors 
Harry had met: tall, young, casually cheerful and seemingly laid back 
despite his very serious and dangerous work. 


“Harry and Ginny here are more interested in our side of things,” 
Tonks explained, “but they asked to come along and have a look at 
your department. Might change their minds if you give them a good 
tour.” 


The man, whose name turned out to be Toby, agreed as long as they 
promised not to touch anything and not to get in the way. The 
students all agreed and followed the older wizards and witch through 
security, where their wands were registered and they received visitor 
badges, and into the lift. 


“What're all those flying papers?” Hermione asked, ducking and 
brushing them away from her hair. 


“Internal memos,” Tonks laughed. “Better than a lift full of owls.” 


“Not to mention an inbox full of owl droppings, eh?” Toby added, to 
Hermione’s great disgust. 


They stopped at several floors on the way down, but at last the cool 
female voice of the lift mechanism announced “Level 10, The 
Department of Mysteries” and they all piled into the corridor. 


Tonks held Harry and Ginny back as the others followed Toby 
through a locked door. “Stay together,” she whispered harshly. “If you 
get lost in there, we're all in trouble, but stick with me and we'll get 
what we came for.” 


She didn’t know exactly what they were after or why, Harry knew, but 
her experience and knowledge were going to be invaluable so he 
immediately agreed to stay close to her side as they were taken 
through the off-limits department. 


“Hurry up, you three,” called a voice from ahead. 
“Harry! You gotta see these clocks, mate. Hurry up.” 


They followed the sound of Ron’s voice into a room filled with all 
manner and sizes of clocks, including many many hour glasses. 


“Those aren’t clocks,” Hermione said softly, reaching out a hand to 
one of the largest hour glasses. “How far back would one like this 
take you?” 


“We don’t know. The fella who tried it hasn’t been heard from again, 
so we assume he’s still lost in time. That was a mistake. Oh yes, 
we've made a few over the years.” Toby sounded sad, but also wistful 
about the experiments that had gone wrong. 


Hermione shivered and pulled her hand away from the giant Time 
Turner. 


The four students were taken on a brief tour of the Department of 
Mysteries which left them all staring in amazement and quite forgetful 
of their true purpose at the Ministry. Toby showed them a room filled 
with a miniature replica of the solar system, complete with orbiting 
planets and stars, some nearly as big as a small person. Then he 


opened the door to what looked like a large auditorium or 
amphitheatre and told them not to go in but that it was a room where 
very wise and talented wizards studied death. Apparently, the Time 
Turners weren't the only things that had caused accidents over the 
years, and only the bravest and most careful were allowed to get 
anywhere near the odd veil they saw hanging from an arch at one 
end of the room. Harry quite lost track of all the things they had seen, 
though he remembered particularly a hall of prophecies, which 
consisted of a lot of small glass spheres on many high shelves, and 
the brain room, wherein Ron was nearly attacked by a long strand of 
memory trailing from one brain near the surface of the tank. 


Hermione was the first to wake up from the amazing sights and ask 
indirectly for what they were seeking. “Professor Dumbledore says 
you have a room for the study of various artifacts with spells placed 
on them, particularly curses?” she asked cautiously. 


“We have, but | can’t take you in there. It’s more than my job’s 
worth.” 


Luckily for Tonks, Harry and Ginny, Toby gestured to the closed door 
on the right as he spoke. They now knew where they had to go, but 
not what difficulties they might find beyond that door. The two Aurors 
shared a look and Kingsly drew his friend into a room on the left while 
asking many questions on behalf of the students. As soon as they 
were out of sight, Harry broke for the door, behind which he hoped to 
find the object of this false field trip. 


Ginny stood watch outside the door while Tonks went inside with 
Harry. He stopped short on the threshold and stared around at the 
multitude of broken and bizarre objects. Many of the items were 
Muggle creations and had apparently been confiscated due to 
dangerous enchantments being placed upon them. In a heavy glass 
case straight ahead, there was a television set with one bent antenna 
hovering about a foot off the floor and randomly shooting out great 
bolts of electricity. The more ordinary objects lined the room on 
benches and shelves, all protected with some sort of glass or plastic 
shield. Harry found the necklace quickly enough, but it was in a case 
with two heavy books, a battered pewter drinking goblet, a 


photograph of a shrieking old hag, and what looked like a Muggle 
video cassette. 


“What an odd assortment to be in one container,” he mused. “How 
on Earth are we going to get it out of there?” 


Tonks held up one finger to quiet him and crept toward the other door 
leading from the room to listen. After a moment, she made a gesture 
to Harry to hurry up and came scurrying back across the room toward 
him. 


“Someone coming,” she hissed. 


Harry didn’t know what else to do, so he got out his handkerchief and 
prepared to take the necklace. He eased open the top of the case, 
which turned out not to be locked, much to his surprise, and then 
ducked as the various items within came flying out at him. The goblet 
smashed into a shelf behind him, causing a great clattering and 
clinking as more objects crashed to the floor or took to the air, all 
accompanied by the now audible screaming and raving of the hag in 
the photo. 


Using skills honed by years on the Quidditch pitch, Harry only just 
managed to reach up and snag the necklace as it went soaring past 
his ear. He wrapped it in the handkerchief and left the rest of the 
object floating about to look for new homes as he and Tonks fled the 
room. Meanwhile, all the tape was unspooling from the video and 
they had to dodge its almost intelligent groping through the air as they 
ran. 


“There you are!” Toby exclaimed, coming round the corner just as 
Harry stuffed his bounty into his pocket. “Thought ld lost you lot 
forever.” 


“Sorry,” Harry chimed in. “I needed the loo and | guess | forgot 
where | was because | just started opening doors looking for it. What 
an adventure! But | don’t think any of us got hurt.” 


“Where’d you get that awful story about needing the boy’s room?” 
Ron asked later. 


“It worked, didn’t it? Anyway, it was all | could think of at the 
moment. ld just been dodging a great load of cursed metal objects 
flinging themselves at my head.” 


“What was it like in there?” Ginny asked eagerly. 


“It was very strange. Some of the things in there looked completely 
harmless and others were clearly dangerous. | wonder what they do 
with them all.” 


The four of them had stayed up long after the rest of Gryffindor 
House went to bed so they could finally talk over the events at the 
Ministry. 


“That Department of Mysteries was pretty cool,” Ron said for the 
hundredth time. “I might just think about a job there for real.” 


“You'll have to take more N.E.W.T.s than you're taking classes this 
year,” Hermione said. 


“You don’t know that. I’m going to talk to Professor McGonagall in 
the morning.” 


Harry and Ginny could both hear and see a fight coming on as Ron’s 
ears went red and Hermione straightened up, taking on her ‘I know 
best’ posture. 


“Yes, yes, we'll ask her later. I’m more interested in that necklace,” 
Ginny interrupted, physically creating more distance between her 
brother and her friend. “Go on, Harry, let’s have a look.” 


He spread his handkerchief carefully on the rug in front of the fire as 
they all gathered round. “Don’t touch!” he warned, holding out his 
arms to keep them back. 


“Of course we’re not going to touch it. How stupid do we look?” 
Hermione pouted. 


“You’d have to be pretty daft. Katie was in hospital for months,” Ron 
added. 


Harry looked back and forth between them, thought for a moment, 
and decided to risk it. “From where I’m sitting, the pair of you do look 
pretty daft, actually.” 


Ron’s ears coloured again. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 


“Do you two even notice how much you argue, and over what trivial 
subjects? One of you can hardly speak without the other finding some 
ridiculous fault.” 


Ron and Hermione looked at each other, then blushed and looked 
away. 


“We're tired of it,” Ginny joined in, sliding closer to Harry on the floor. 
“Either tell each other how you feel, or get over each other.” 


“Exactly.” Harry folded his arms over his chest and sat watching his 
friends, hoping they'd put aside their pride for a minute and do the 
right thing. 


Ron cleared his throat, opened his mouth to speak, closed it and 
cleared his throat again, pulling at the neck of his robes. “Erm, 
Hermione...that is...l, eh ...” He looked to Harry pleadingly, clearly 
needing help. 


Harry just shook his head and gestured to Hermione, leaving his best 
friend to sort this one out for himself. Ron swallowed hard and finally 
looked up at Hermione, stammering some more. 


“Me too,” she said softly, placing her hand over his. 


A slow incredulous smile spread over Ron’s face, quickly changing 
into one of astonished happiness. Harry and Ginny looked away as 
their friends shared their first kiss. 


“Right. Thanks, Harry. Now what about this horcrux?” 


He turned back to see a pair of matching smiles and his friends 
holding hands. 


“Yeah. Cheers, mate,” Ron added. “Sorry to interrupt.” 


Ginny winked at Harry, who slipped his arm around her shoulders 
before they delved back into discussion of the horcrux. 


“There must be a way to test it,” he said. “To be sure it’s the real 
thing. Hermione, where’s that library book you borrowed last month? 
The one with the full chapter on horcruxes.” 


Hermione summoned her bag and pulled out a large very old book, 
thumbing through it for the appropriate chapter. 


“Have you been carrying that around all this time?” Ron asked in 
amazement. 


“| was afraid to leave it anywhere. There’s some really dark stuff in 
here. Harry, couldn’t you just destroy the necklace? | mean, how did 
you know about the other horcruxes?” 


“My dad figured out two of them and the third we knew was right 
because we had a fake to compare with it. They were all fairly easy to 
destroy, the diary burned right up in a regular fire and the gold was 
quickly melted once we got it hot enough.” 


“Diary; what diary?” Ginny asked sharply. 
“The one Ron and | found in Moaning Myrtle’s bathroom second 


year, during the Chamber of Secrets scare. Dad thinks whoever had 
it was the one who opened the chamber, under Riddle’s influence of 


course. He must have got smart, though, because it looked like it had 
been flushed in an attempt to get rid of it when we found it.” 


All the colour had drained out of Ginny’s face and her voice shook as 
she asked, “A diary that answered back when you wrote in it? 
Flushed down the third toilet in the second floor girl’s room?” 


“How did you... It was you?” Harry stared at her, wide eyed and 
mouth agape. “How did you get it?” 


“I don’t know!” she cried, clearly distressed. “It was in with my 
school things after we went shopping in Diagon Alley. | thought it was 
fantastic at first, an anonymous friend built into a diary, but then it 
started to scare me and | tried to get rid of it. | didn’t mean to open 
the chamber or attack all those people!” 


“In your school things?” Hermione mused. “Wasn't that the shopping 
trip when your dad had a fight with Malfoy’s dad?” 


“Of course!” Ron smacked his fist against his palm. “Lucius must 
have slipped the diary into your stack of books so you’d bring it to 
Hogwarts and open the chamber. The dirty bugger! If he wasn’t in 
Azkaban I'd kill him. To think he’d use a first year to do something so 
horrible.” 


“You're not...not mad at me are you, Harry?” Ginny asked 
cautiously, not even listening to her brother’s tirade. 


Harry held her close for a long moment and kissed the top of her 
head. “Not a bit. It wasn’t your fault. I’m just glad you tried to get rid of 
it when you did and that | found it instead of someone else.” 


She clung to him for a bit, not saying anything, and then sat back and 
took a deep breath. “I can’t believe that all those years ago we had a 
piece of You-Know-Who’s soul right in our hands and didn’t know it.” 


“My dad knew. That’s one reason he figured out what Voldemort 
was up to and how we could beat him. Really, Lucius did us a favour, 
though he certainly didn’t mean to help us at all.” 


“That still doesn’t help us with this,” Hermione interjected, looking up 
from the chapter she’d been reading. “We can't destroy opals in a fire. 
Can we?” 


“It'd have to be pretty hot if we could. | don’t think we can manage it 
on our own.” 


“What about acid,” Ron suggested. “Disintegrate them in something 
really vile and vanish the whole lot.” 


Chapter 49: Yule Tide Misgivings 


In the end, Ron’s suggestion turned out to be the best and Harry 
managed to procure a few vials of a really nasty acid from a dealer on 
Knockturn Alley. Remus Lupin disguised himself and went to the 
shop, returning with all sorts of warnings and even trying to dissuade 
Harry from using the stuff. 


“We'll be careful,” he promised. “Dragon’s hide gloves and goggles 
for everyone involved.” 


“Do it outside if you can,” his old friend and once-professor warned. 
“The fumes can be toxic.” 


So the four friends had waited for the last Hogsmeade day of the term, 
just before the Christmas holidays, and then found themselves a 
secluded place outside for the destruction of the fourth known horcrux. 
They ruined a stainless steel, triple reinforced cauldron in the process, 
but it was very satisfying to watch the hideous trinket slowly 
dissolving away to nothingness. 


“What an awful noise,” Ron shouted, pressing his earmuffs more 
firmly against his ears in an attempt to block out the squealing, 
anguished sound coming from inside the cauldron. 


“I think the metal is amplifying it,” Hermione answered loudly. 


It took nearly an hour, and all ten vials of acid, to finish the job. Then 
Harry cast a series of complicated spells to be sure that the 
remaining liquid in the cauldron hadnt become tainted before 
disposing of it. 


“Well, what do you say we wash up and go have a butterbeer?” he 
suggested. “On me, of course.” 


“And chocolate frogs on me,” Hermione added, knowing Ron had 
run out of his favourite treat a week ago. 


The plan was unanimously accepted and the foursome trooped off to 
change for the trip into town, which provided an unusual respite from 
contemplation of Voldemort’s plotting and scheming. They stuffed 
themselves on sweets and butterbeers for the afternoon and returned 
to Hogwarts relaxed and happy, if a bit silly from their strange feast. 


That good mood carried them through the remaining week of essays 
and exams before the Christmas holidays. As was becoming the 
usual for them, Hermione went home with Ron and Ginny. They were 
all looking forward to seeing their older brothers again and getting all 
the news from home. Harry stayed at Hogwarts with his parents, but 
promised to visit his friends for a few days before school started 
again. 


Unfortunately, they were called from the Christmas lunch in the Great 
Hall by urgent news that took them to The Burrow right away. 


A disheveled and breathless Remus Lupin staggered through the 
heavy doors of Hogwarts’ Great Hall and gestured for Albus and 
Minerva to come into the corridor with him. After a brief discussion, 
Harry was called as well. Then Remus began his story. 


“There was an attack on the Ministry this morning. We don’t know 
yet what they wanted, but all available people from both the Order 
and the Ministry were there to defend against the Death Eaters. 
Tonks, Kingsly, and Mad-Eye are still there helping with the clean up 
and trying to answer questions about what happened. Most of the 
others have gone to the Weasleys and | think the three of you should 
come back there with me as well.” 


“Why, what’s going on at the Weasley’s?” Minerva asked. “Nothing 
happened to Bill or Arthur during the attack? Say it wasn’t Bill, with 
the baby on the way and all he’s been through already.” 


“It wasn’t Bill,” Remus shook his head sadly. “I wanted you to hear it 
from them, but Percy was killed this morning. He was having 
Christmas breakfast with his family when the summons went out for 
all available Ministry personnel to come fight.” 


“Why weren’t we informed of this attack while it was going on?” 
Albus asked, finally coming out of his quiet reverie. 


“There wasn’t time for anyone to get here with a message before 
now. It all happened very quickly. If some of us hadn't been at the 
Ministry already, and if Percy hadn't been with his family when he got 
his message, none of us might have made it.” Remus wasn't being 
entirely truthful because he was embarrassed to admit that he, Arthur 
and Mad-Eye had all agreed that Albus and Harry should be spared 
this particular fight, Knowing that Harry would be called on to fight the 
ultimate duel with Voldemort some day. There was no way to alert 
one of them without the other learning of the battle as well, and they 
all knew there'd be no holding Harry back once he heard. 


They were already hurrying through the corridors to Albus’ office so 
he could send a few owls and create an emergency portkey to 
transport them all to The Burrow. Remus continued telling his story 
while Albus worked. 


“They must have known that the Ministry is only guarded by two or 
three people on Christmas Day. It was really the perfect time to strike, 
or it would have been normally. As it happened, the Aurors were 
having an early morning meeting with the Minister and Mad-Eye and | 
had stopped by to pick up Tonks so we could all go to Molly’s 
Christmas lunch together. The security guard managed to signal 
everyone of the attack even as they were killing him, so the word 
went out quickly. Apparently, all the Ministry employees are trained 
for just such an occasion and a huge batch of owls went out, calling 
everyone who could make it to come fight. Percy read his to his 
family and they all went with him except Molly and Fleur; even 
Hermione, Ron and Ginny were there.” 


Harry hated the idea that his friends had all been out bravely facing 
the Death Eaters and trying to save the Ministry for Magic while he’d 
been enjoying a plump Christmas turkey and wearing a stupid pirate 
hat on his head. He tore the paper hat off his head in one violent jerk 
and clenched his fists by his side. 


“Was he there?” he asked darkly. “Or did he just send his puppets?” 


“I’m sure he was there in some capacity, Harry,” Remus said calmly, 
clapping a hand on the boy’s shoulder. “But nobody could say for 
sure.” 


“Are we all ready?” Albus asked, holding up an old quill that would 
serve them as transport. 


“Poor Molly,” Minerva said suddenly, drawing Harry close to her 
side. “I didn’t even know Percy had returned to them, and now she’s 
lost him again.” 


“Charlie told me he’d only come home the night before, and they 
were all shocked | can assure you. Let’s go, they can tell you the rest 
of the story better than | can.” 


The four of them each reached out to the long feather and held onto 
each other as well for the brief journey to the Weasley’s home. 
Unfortunately, they came to rest in the middle of the path just as 
Tonks was striding purposefully toward the house and all five of them 
took a tumble as the notoriously clumsy Auror banged straight into 
them. 


“Who’s there?” she asked, rolling to her feet and brandishing her 
wand. 


“Relax, it’s us.” Remus took her in his arms. “I thought you were 
working on watching where you’re going?” he teased, opening the 
front door for the professors and Harry, he and Tonks bringing up the 
rear. 


“Harry!” Ginny flung herself into his arms the moment he entered 
the kitchen, where half the world seemed to have gathered. 


“I heard,” he said softly, rubbing her back. “I’m so sorry.” 
He looked over her head at the assembled crowd. He had to do a 


double take to recognize Fleur who was glowing but also growing 
with her pregnancy; then there was the strange woman seated next 


to Charlie, who Harry later found out also worked with the dragons in 
Romania . Her name was Ilsa and she was from Sweden . Everyone 
else he knew, though they were looking tired and battle scarred. 


Harry watched the crowd part as his parents made their way across 
the room to Molly and Arthur, embracing the bereaved parents and 
talking to them quietly so that no one else could overhear the 
conversation. 


Ron and Hermione, arms wrapped tightly around each other, joined 
Harry and Ginny by the door and were soon joined by Fred and 
George, looking serious and sober for a change, as they made their 
way out of the crowded kitchen and headed up stairs. The six of them 
walked silently into Ron's bedroom at the very top of the house and 
sat on every available surface, just looking at each other as each 
tried not to be the first to speak. 


"He was a prat to the last, our Percy," Fred finally said. "Getting 
Mum's hopes up only to break her heart all over again." 


"That's not fair," Ginny protested. "He didn't do it on purpose." 


"| think she'd have felt worse if he'd...died before coming back home," 
Hermione offered gently. 


"When did he come back?" Harry asked. 


"Last night, just before dinner. He said that after the attack at 
Hogwarts he could no longer ignore You-Know-Who's return and it 
had taken him that long to get over his pride and come apologize. 
Mum was beside herself, crying and trying to spend every moment 
hugging him while cooking all his favourite foods." 


"Never mind that she'd already made one dinner," Fred added. "He 
stopped by the shop a few times since summer, asking us questions 
about the family." 


"We didn't treat him very well," George said ruefully. "Used a bunch 
of our pranks on him while he was trying to find out how everyone 
was doing. We never got to apologize." 


"You always took the micky with Percy," Ginny pointed out. "I'm sure 
in a way he knew it made him part of the family again to have you 
pranking him." 


They sat and discussed Percy's return as well as memories of him, 
happy and otherwise, until they were called down to the kitchen to eat. 
Everyone had brought food and the small room was overflowing with 
roasted turkeys, a dozen bowls of mashed potato, every kind of 
vegetable and salad imaginable, not to mention puddings, pies and 
sauces, even a few Christmas crackers. For a short while, everyone 
was able to put their grief and shock aside and enjoy a warm friendly 
meal with practically everyone the Weasleys ever knew. While the 
kids had been upstairs, Mr. Lovegood and the Diggories had arrived, 
as had several Gryffindor students who'd left school in the past few 
years and some people from the Ministry. It would have been a jolly 
affair if not for the tragedy of the prodigal son cut down in the middle 
of his long awaited homecoming. 


It was well after midnight when Harry and his parents finally returned 
to Hogwarts. Albus had given Ron and Ginny permission to miss the 
first few days of the spring term if they were needed at home or just 
not ready to return to school yet, but no one really expected them to 
stay away. Harry promised to come back and visit again if he could 
and of course they would all be attending the funeral in a few days. 


“Are you all right, Harry?” Minerva asked once they were all settled 
into the sitting room. 


“Im fine, | just feel so bad for the Weasleys. Percy hurt them all so 
much and then just when they had a chance to get him back, 
Voldemort killed him. | think the twins feel terribly guilty for always 
teasing him so much. At least they all know he died fighting for a 
cause they’re all prepared to die for as well. That has to be some 
comfort, that they’d finally got him back on their side.” Harry stretched 
and rubbed his eyes. “I think I'll go to bed, I’m exhausted.” 


Before she would let him go, Minerva hugged him tightly for quite 
some time. She finally let him go and then settled on the couch next 
to Albus. 


“Poor Molly,” she said. “I don’t think it’s fully sunk in yet that Percy is 
gone. It’s bad enough to lose our friends and former students, | don’t 
know what | would do if Harry...” She broke off with a soft sob and 
leaned against Albus’ chest as he held her tightly. 


Albus had been prepared for this reaction and though he felt much 
the same way, he’d also known for years that there was a very real 
possibility they would lose Harry before this war was over. 
Intellectually, he’d accepted that fact, but deep in his heart he knew it 
would crush them both, so he held Minerva and tried to comfort her 
as she dealt with this latest reminder of the danger they all faced. 


Eventually, Minerva pulled herself together and they both stumbled 
into the bedroom for a few hours’ sleep before the next day’s duties 
began. 


The Boxing Day edition of the Daily Prophet featured full coverage of 
the Christmas attack at the Ministry, complete with pictures and the 
most awful editorial commentary. For one poor Ravenclaw third year, 
her friend’s paper arrived before the note from her parents informing 
her that her favourite uncle had been killed in the previous day’s fight. 
She saw his name and photograph in the paper and became so upset, 
she was sick into her bowl of porridge. That ruined breakfast for most 
of the table and Madam Pomfrey had her hands full dealing with sick 
and hysterical students for the rest of the morning. In fact, all the staff 
and the older students had a job comforting the younger ones who 
were once more afraid everyone they loved would be killed. Each 
attack served to remind people that no one was safe and sent a 
general panic through the magical community. 


All of this angered Harry and he pledged to work even faster to defeat 
Voldemort. He was in Albus’ office straight away after breakfast trying 
to work out where to find the remaining horcruxes. 


Chapter 50: The Power the Dark Lord Knows Not 


"We've destroyed four horcruxes so far and we think the fifth is 
probably the snake Nagini, and of course the last bit of Voldemort’s 
soul would be the part that escaped to Romania after he attacked me 
sixteen years ago," Harry recapped. "But | can’t figure out what the 
sixth horcrux is since we know Helga Hufflepuff's cup wasn’t used. 
Do you have any ideas?" 


Albus sighed and turned from the window to face Harry. He looked 
very old and very tired, his eyes had lost their sparkle once again. 
"Yes, | have an idea. In fact, | hope it may already have been 
destroyed, but the test it would take to be certain isn’t something we 
can arrange. lm afraid | can’t help you anymore, Harry. You’re going 
to have to discover the sixth horcrux for yourself and determine how 
best to deal with that knowledge. I'll always be here to support you 
and I'll do what | can to help you succeed, but we’ve reached a point 
where you have to do the work yourself.” 


Harry left that meeting feeling disheartened and confused, yet he 
knew that if his father couldn’t help anymore he must be very close to 
success and that gave him new hope. He spent most of the 
remaining days of the holiday break taking long thoughtful walks by 
the lake or practising with the Snitch in an effort to clear his mind. By 
the time his friends returned to school, he was in a rather dark mood 
and wouldn't confide in any of them what he was thinking. 


For a time, Harry’s friends almost thought he’d forgotten about 
Voldemort and his sworn mission to destroy the dark wizard. He’d 
thrown himself into his school work and Quidditch practices with a 
vigour he had previously only exhibited when it came to solving 
mysteries and saving people. Dark and terrifying news continued to 
pour in from all around the country, but Harry didn’t seem to notice 
any of it. That is, until one specific piece of news arrived at Hogwarts. 


One afternoon early in March, Harry was summoned to his father’s 
office and was surprised to find Mr. Weasley there as well. 


"Come in, Harry, sit down." Albus gestured to the chair beside Arthur. 
"Mr. Weasley has something to tell us and he insisted you be here 
before he began." 


Arthur greeted Harry warmly, but he couldn’t hide the dark circles 
under his eyes or the fact that he’d lost weight since Percy’s death. 
His clothes hung off his wasted frame and even his movements were 
slower, as though he were constantly inside a dream. He sat quietly 
for a long moment before beginning his story. 


"There was a werewolf attack last night, on a farm in Wales. The 
grandchildren of the new Minister’s Senior Undersecretary live there, 
a boy aged five and a girl, seven. They’re pretty shaken up at the 
moment and being treated for shock and minor injuries at St. Mungo’s, 
but from what we can understand of their story there were two 
werewolves initially. When the third arrived, the girl passed out from 
terror, so she can’t remember anything more." 


"Greyback!" Harry exclaimed angrily. 


Arthur nodded. "And he must have convinced someone else to join 
him, if their story is true." 


"Who was the third?" Albus asked, already nearly certain of the 
answer. 


"Remus found out about the attack from the other werewolves he’d 
been living with last year. By then, he only had moments before it 
began, but he managed to get to the farm in time to save the 
children’s lives and kill Greyback. The second attacker, if he existed, 
ran off during the ensuing fight." 


Harry whooped. "Good ol’ Remus. I’m glad he finally got that 
Greyback. What kind of awful beast preys on small children? Even if 
he wasn’t a Death Eater, he’d be a monster." He stopped talking 
when he realized the two older men didn’t look as pleased as they 
should. "What's wrong? No! NO." Harry shook his head violently. 
"Don't tell me he died." 


"No, he’s still alive." Arthur allayed Harry’s fear. "But he’s also in St. 
Mungo’s, with some very serious and possibly fatal injuries. Tonks 
and Bill are with him now and we thought you might like to go see him, 
Harry. | know he’d be pleased to see you. And you, Professor. Could 
you both come right away?" 


It only took a few minutes for them to get organized and leave for the 
hospital. As they were leaving Albus’ office, Ron and Ginny came 
running down the corridor. 


"Dad! Dad!" they called. 


"We heard you were here," Ron panted. He looked back and forth 
between Harry and his father. "Where are you going?" 


Arthur looked to Albus and, receiving a nod of approval from the 
headmaster, quickly filled his son and daughter in on the latest news. 


"Take us with you, please," Ginny begged. "He’s our friend too." 


"Yes, and we want to see him as much as Harry does. What if..." Ron 
stopped and looked away. 


"What if it’s our last chance," Ginny finished for him. 


Arthur sighed and relented. He’d always had trouble denying his 
children the things they asked for and lately he just couldn’t seem to 
say no. 


"Better send for Miss Granger as well," Albus said, a ghost of a smile 
on his lips. 


Fifteen minutes later, the small party was finally ready to leave. In the 
meantime, Minerva had also been told of Remus’ brave deed and his 
injuries. She would be informing the rest of the staff in a meeting just 
before dinner if Albus hadn’t returned. Most of them had fond 
memories of the year the young werewolf had been a member of staff. 
He’d been a big favourite among the professors as a student as well 
and Albus knew they would all wish for his recovery. 


At Mad-Eye Moody’s insistence, Remus had been given a private 
room and would be guarded at all times by either an Auror or a 
member of the Order, much to the hospital administrator's annoyance. 
He was only allowed two visitors at a time and only for a few minutes, 
except for Tonks who had refused to leave his side, even going so far 
as to physically threaten the nurse when she tried to force the Auror 
out of the room. 


Harry and Albus went in first, and Harry was surprised to see how 
small and fragile his friend looked in the hospital bed. Tonks was 
seated beside the bed, looking haggard and worried, both her hands 
holding one of Remus’. At first, Harry thought Remus was sleeping, 
until he spoke. 


"Harry, Albus. lm so glad you’re here. I’m sorry | can’t get up to greet 
you properly." He rolled his head to the right to look at them, a weak 
smile forming on his lips. 


Albus stepped forward and gently pressed the young man’s free hand. 
"We're glad you're here because it means you survived, and I’m sure 
with proper rest and care you'll be up and about before you know it. 
You did a brave thing today, a very great thing." 


Harry stepped forward and gave his best smile. "Yes, that was 
brilliant. I’m so glad you finally got that awful Greyback. It’s right that 
you were the one to finish him, after what he did to you." 


"Thank you, Harry. And you, Albus. I’m just glad those children are all 
right. | don’t think he managed to bite them. If ld been just a few 
seconds later, though... shudder to think." 


"But you weren't late," Albus said. "Thanks to you, those two 
youngsters get to lead a normal, healthy life. They'll never have to 
suffer as you have. It’s really a wonderful thing you’ve done today." 


The three men talked for a while longer and then Albus and Harry left 
so that the others could have a chance to visit. Once everyone had 
spent a few minutes with Remus, he asked for Harry to come in alone. 
He somehow even managed to talk Tonks into going for a cup of tea 
with Ginny and Hermione so they could talk alone. 


"Come in, Harry. Sit down. I’m a bit tired, so | don’t know how long | 
can talk, but there’s something | want to say to you." Remus took a 
long sip of water from a straw arranged to let him drink without help. 
He paused for a moment and then dove straight into what he wanted 
to say before he fell asleep. 


"| don’t know exactly why and | don’t know what you have to do, but | 
know it has to be you that finally finishes Voldemort. The rest of us 
have done what we can and we’ve got rid of a lot of his followers, but 
| think it’s coming to a point where we can’t help you much anymore. 
Its just a feeling | have, like we’re being held back from doing 
anything more than we have so far. | can’t explain it." 


He looked at Harry for a long moment. "You’ve already done more 
than should have been expected of a wizard of your age, and | want 
you to know how very proud | am of your achievements. In the 
classroom as well as in battle with Voldemort. Sirius was too, and | 
know that if James and Lily were here, they'd tell you the same thing. 
You’re prepared for this, Harry, and the path is as clear as we can 
make it. From now on, it’s up to you." 


Harry didn’t talk to anyone on the way back to Hogwarts and when 
they reached Gryffindor Tower, he stopped Ginny and kissed her so 
tenderly it brought tears to her eyes. Then he turned and left them all 
with out a word, heading for the library. 


At the beginning of the year, Albus had given Harry a pass to use the 
library freely, entering at any time and looking at any books he 
needed. Madam Pince distrusted the note and disliked Harry’s ability 
to flaunt all her rules, but he never gave her cause to complain 
officially, so she suffered in silence as he scanned the books in the 
section on Dark Arts yet again. 


He read until she threw him out just before curfew and then went to 
his parents’ rooms, shutting himself up in his childhood bedroom. For 
two days, he stayed there, not attending meals or his lessons, not 
speaking to anyone. In fact, after the first night when he could be 
heard crying and yelling, Harry didn’t make a sound the entire time. 
Minerva was beside herself with worry and his friends and 


classmates asked constantly when he would be back and if he was 
all right. Ginny stopped eating the second day and Hermione hardly 
spoke to anyone, she was so deep in thought, trying to work out what 
Harry was up to. 


“Oh my goodness, of course,” she suddenly exclaimed in the middle 
of dinner. It was the second night of Harry’s self-induced exile and 
Hermione was beginning to understand what had driven their friend to 
seek solitude. Her expression changed suddenly from one of 
intellectual triumph to one of sympathy and sorrow. “Poor Harry.” 


However, by the time Hermione had her realisation, Harry was on his 
way back to join the world. He had a new plan and he needed his 
friends more than ever. 


While his friends and family were worrying, Harry was going through 
a period of worse emotional suffering than he had ever known. He left 
the library with his head swimming with ideas and a new 
understanding of horcruxes, thinking back over everything that had 
happened in the last six years as well as a few strange incidents in 
his childhood. He had to be really honest with himself and admit that 
he’d known all along, but hadn’t been able to face the truth. 


He sat on his bed, head resting on his knees, and envisioned his 
various encounters with Voldemort, his ability to soeak Parseltongue 
and the year everyone thought he was Slytherin’s heir, the dreams 
and visions he’d had in his fourth and fifth years, and all the terrible 
anger he’d felt after Cedric’s death and again when Sirius died. He 
could feel that anger boiling up in him again now and his entire body 
tensed, every muscle tightly coiled, till he suddenly lashed out and 
banged his fist against the wall, screaming “WHY?” 


Oblivious to the pain in his hand, Harry stood up and began pacing 
the room. “Why?” he repeated. “Why? Why me, what did | ever do to 
deserve this? Why have | fought and struggled for six years if this is 
how it ends? What was it all about? What does any of it mean?” 


Love, answered a tiny voice at the back of his mind. You did it for 
love. Not for yourself, but for others. 


Harry stopped walking and thought about that for a moment, wiping 
his tears away with the back of his hand. It was true — everything he’d 
done over the years, he’d done to protect others. He hadn’t even 
known why sometimes, only that it was up to him to save the people 
he cared about. His friends had called him brave and reckless by 
turns, but they always went with him, even when he tried to stop them. 


Because they love you, said the little voice again. 


Standing in the middle of his room in the wee hours of the morning, 
Harry was suddenly struck by all the things that had been done by 
people who loved him. Way back in first year, when they were still 
babies really and hardly knew any magic, Ron and Hermione helped 
him discover what the Philosophers Stone was and accompanied 
him through all the dangers lurking beneath the trap door to help him 
save it from Voldemort. They weren't involved with Voldemort the way 
he always had been, it wasn’t their duty, but they went. Because they 
loved him. Again and again over the years, they’d put their lives at 
risk to help him with half-baked and dangerous plans, unwilling and 
unable to let him struggle alone. 


Then there was Sirius, who had risked his freedom and his life just to 
see Harry and give him advice. Who'd broken out of Azkaban in an 
attempt to save Harry from a traitor. Sirius, who loved Harry because 
he’d once loved his parents, and who offered the boy a home when 
they’d only known each other ten minutes. Who had died fighting for 
the cause they all believed in, died fighting for the people he loved. 


Harry was so overwhelmed by the sacrifices that other people had 
made, for him and for each other, that his legs gave way beneath him 
and he sank to the floor. A photo album sticking out from under the 
bed caught his eye, and he pulled it over, leafing slowly through the 
pages. It had been a gift a long time ago, pictures of his birth parents 
James and Lily Potter, some including himself as a baby. He could 
see their love for each other and for him in their eyes and in their 
smiles as they waved out at him from the photographs, or looked 
down at the infant in the picture. 


“Your mother’s love saved your life.” He heard his father saying. “It 
protects you still.” 


He’d never understood how love could be so powerful, but he felt it 
now. Felt it filling his heart until he thought his chest would burst. 
Looking up at the mirror on the wall, Harry saw pictures of everyone 
he’d ever loved: Albus and Minerva, Hermione, the Weasley family, 
Sirius and Remus, Hagrid, even Neville Longbottom and Luna 
Lovegood. Tears began running down Harry’s face once more, not 
from frustration and sorrow this time but from love. He loved all those 
people in the pictures and they loved him, and each other. All his life, 
he’d been surrounded by love, nurtured by caring hands and kind 
words, watched his friends make sacrifices to save others, and he’d 
taken it all for granted. 


He heard his father’s voice again, gravely explaining the difference 
between himself and Voldemort and what it would take to win this 
battle. “There is a room in the Department of Mysteries that is kept 
locked at all times. It contains a force that is at once more wonderful 
and terrible than death, than human intelligence, than forces of nature. 
It is the power held within that room that you possess in such 
quantities and which Voldemort has not at all.” 


“It is the choices we make, Harry, that show us what we truly are.” 


“The one with the power to vanquish the dark lord approaches...” 
He heard Professor Trelawney’s prophesy repeating over and over in 
his mind. ...he will have a power the dark lord knows not....a power 
the dark lord knows not...power...power...knows not...” Harry fell 
asleep with these words reverberating in his brain, the photos of his 
friends and family spread out around him on the floor as he slept. 


When he woke up the next morning, Harry finally understood 
everything. Much like himself, Tom Riddle had been a half-blood and 
an orphan, but unlike Harry, his mother had died before he could 
know her love and no one else had seemed to want him. So Tom had 
grown up bitter and angry, using his limited magical skills to torment 
the other children in his orphanage and then honing his skills for dark 


magic once he came to Hogwarts. He’d never known love, and so he 
couldn't love others. Hatred and anger took over the young Tom 
Riddle’s life until all he could think of was power and destruction, 
making people fear and obey him if they wouldn't love him. 


Harry almost felt sorry for him. He’d been surrounded by so much 
love his whole life that he’d taken if for granted and not recognized its 
power, but Voldemort had become what he was because he couldn’t 
love and didn’t understand it. He cared for no one but himself and 
now Harry finally understood that this would be the dark lord’s 
undoing. And he knew he had to fight Voldemort within himself before 
he could fight him in person. 


He spent the morning practicing Occlumency, shutting off all his 
emotions and even trying not to think very much. Once he felt free of 
everything, Harry concentrated on filling himself with only good and 
loving thoughts. He lay on his bed picturing scenes from his past, 
watching the faces of everyone he loved parade through his mind. He 
almost felt he was floating at one point, he felt so light and so free. He 
decided he would spend some time every day letting go of any anger 
or resentment. Voldemort was trying to ruin his life, trying to kill him, 
but Harry knew that it was only his own life the dark wizard had 
ruined. Tom Riddle was a figure to be pitied really, and Harry now 
had the capacity to do that. 


When he felt he had mastered his emotions, Harry got up and began 
to make plans. It was time to stop the dark lord once and for all, time 
to end the sacrifices of the witches and wizards who fought for good 
and for freedom. 


“Oh my goodness, of course! Poor Harry.” 


“Don’t feel sorry for me, Hermione.” Harry had come up on his 
friends at the dinner table unnoticed. Once he'd finished being 
hugged and patted on the back, and had assured everyone he was 
all right, including sharing a meaningful look with his parents, he 


continued. “I need your help. Do you think Rita Skeeter would do 
another interview with us?” 


